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Fol'cword 

The jHirpOKc of ihi!; collection is to present for 
public entertainment anti private edification some 
examples of non-sdcntific treatment by English 
writers (poets, dramatists, essayists, divines, novel- 
ists) of love within and without the bond of 
matrimony. 

For the reader’s convenience tlic pieces have 
been grouped under headings roughly indicative 
of their nature, and each section arranged chrono- 
logically. If many of them fail to represent their 
authors at lltcir best, that is probably because, for 
reasons that arc to be sought in the moral 
fashions of their time, the authors were seldom at 
their best on love. More folk-songs and ballads 
would have been included had their length per- 
mitted : their modern ecjuivalcnts were too nauseat- 
ing to transcribe. Sparing use has been made of 
the. work of living witers: the reason for this 
abstention it would be embarrassing to particu- 
larizc. 

While exhibiting the English in love the col- 
lectors have found their space invaded by tlic 
English on love. Often the two conflict, and then 
it is a nice question whether practice or precept is 
die truer to the English character as that is popu- 
larly conceived. Counsels, even declarations of 
love, may, sooner than reports of love in action, 
turn into mere curiosities, or, as far as they have a 
use, serve as immortelles on graves whose tenants 
arc dust rather tlian as posies for living lovers. But, 
sociologically and philosophically, tlicy remain in- 
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struciive nnd often more interesting, if not more 
entertaining, than the most piercing cri-dc-cociir. 
'rime soon husiies the cri-dc-coritr. Already the 
cris of the lidtrardi.’in era have ceased to echo ; the 
passion of the yellow nineties is more comic than 
Its parodie.s ; the chastened anguish of the Geor- 
gian poets evokes no sympathetic response. 

But there arc some expressions of love in 
English which, transcending time and place, have 
been adopted by generations of English men 
and women attacked by love. Unliterary lovers are 
quick to appropriate the written phrase to reinforce 
their spoken pleas or enrich their vocabulary for 
love’s eloquent soliloquies. Certain great Engli.sh 
poets have made generous contributions to the 
lover’s lexicon, but frequently the poignant ns 
well as the characterisiictdly English phrase 
is found embedded in a second-rate poem 
or lurking in the naivete of an inconsiderable 
prose-writer. Hero, pcrhajts, lovers arc better 
judges than those ivho, unloving and therefore un- 
biased, set up to be literary critics. The most 
skilful pieces of writing on love may survive 
as literature, but through much that is unskilful 
shines a sincerity to ensure for it immortality of 
another kind — its anonymous service to the mortal 
needs of lovers. It is ahvavs possible, one writer 
has observed, to say something new about love; to 
do sometliing new about it is impossible. With 
cqii.ll truth it might be suggested that while there 
is nothing new to be said, what is done is new for 
every pair of lovers. Love is life’s only perennial 
novelty. 'Tlic words may he trite, but the tunc is 
always different. And, as maladroit intimacies may 



Foreword 

convey more of real passion than is cxjiresscd by 
the most practised of embraces, tenderness in in- 
ferior poems and otherwise despicable novels may 
do more honotir to love and have a more imme- 
diate appeal to lovers than the impeccable beauties 
of established masterpieces. 

In making their choice from a formidable 
accumulation of treasures and trash the collectors 
have given preference to those pieces in either sort 
which have not been dulled by repetition and best 
provide a representative diversity. Those who hope 
to find here the pieces they like to diink they 
know by heart will probably be disappointed. Gems 
of literature justly famous for tbeir truth and 
beauty tend to lose their lustre by clumsy juxta- 
position, diough sometimes a facet may thereby 
be exposed whose brilliancy has previously been 
overlooked. Masterpieces which seemed to the 
collectors to deal tvith emotions beyond the com- 
pass of ordinary mortals have not been prized out 
of their original settings. 

In Victorian England when, on the evidence of 
literature, extreme propriety and an entire lack of 
humour were, as the Victorians put it, dc rigiieur, 
something went wrong with love. For a period 
there was probably the greatest output of poor 
love poetry and namby-pamby love in prose that 
any nation has ever had to digest. But the circum- 
stances favoured the expression of what in this 
psychoanalytic age is looked upon with scorn — 
pure, idyllic love; and there flourished a kind of 
lyric — and a good kind — at its best and most 
English. Earlier, when the composition of love 
poems was an exercise proper to die English gentle- 
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ninn, even to the English clergyman, the exercises 
covered a wider range, and tnaiiv were as charm- 
ing as they were skiifni, if not all as gentlemanly 
or as clerical as might he, but there arc few which 
a man of to-day conld recite with his hand on his 
heart, 'J'he exceptions arc obvious. This much may 
be said for the courtiers— if thev lost their heads, 
hearts, and rqnitations, they often retained tlicir 
good spirits. E\’cn their tlc.spair, when not deliglit- 
fiil, is decorous. England is rich in philo.sophical 
lovers; rich, too. in well-bred ones, who understood 
how difliatlt it is for the onlooker to take serious 
love seriously. It must he allowed that the physical 
sensations of the successful wooer arc more easily 
communicated than tl»c miseries of the disap- 
pointed. Yet happy lovers arc rarer in literature 
than their opposites. Had Burton written an 
Anatomy of Jollity he would h.ive been hard put 
to it to muster for his purpose an amorous proces- 
sion comparable tvith that which winds through 
his Love-Melancholy. The literature of yesterday 
abounds with despairing lovers, disillusioned, be- 
trayed, tragic, dying, distracted lovers. So may 
life. But contemporary literature suggests other- 
wise. The student of to-day may discern a ten- 
dency, particularly in current novels, to treat love 
with Restoration lightness or relegate it to the 
category of a hygienic necessity. 

Wiien we look for an answer to the question 
‘ What shall please me in a lover? ’ we find a 
reluctance to give a clear .specification. Both men 
and women arc better at describing what they do 
not want than in drawing up a list of desiderata. 
It appears, however, that women arc less definite 
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than men in their dislikes, as though they were 
loth to be thought possessed of inveterate repug- 
nance to any male characteristic. Always numeri- 
cally at a disadvantage in titis matter, they arc 
careful to confine their requirements to the con- 
ventional, generally, in short, to what they arc 
most likely to get. Such instinctive realism docs 
not always procuice good reading, and accordingly 
there has been a dearth of interesting examples for 
this part of the collection. 

As for matrimony — "Cc n’est pns sans raison 
qn’il y a parlout tin letnplc tie I’Aplirodilc Bonne 
Amte ct qn’il Ji’v a nuUc part, dans toutc rHellade, 
tin scid temple He I’Aphroditc Bpottsc." In England 
as in Greece, marriage has .selclom been confused 
with love. Popular Victorian novels ended in the 
church porch. Where a married couple appeared in 
the story there were rarely any grounds — children 
apart — lor doubting their conviction that ardour 
was incompatible with tlte respectability of the 
married state. In our own day treatises of uhidt the 
purpose is to instruct married couples in the art of 
m.arricd love command an impressive sale. The 
results have yet to be investigated, but tlicy may 
possibly enable anthologists of the future to find 
reflected in literature more e.\amplcs of enjoyable 
marital relations than are at present available. 

For the rest it is hoped that this book will do 
sometliing towards promoting clear thinking on 
the important subject of Love, which enters so 
often into the minds of both women and men, 

C. C. 

D. G. 
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Love is enough : ho ye xcho seek saving, 

Go no further ; come hither ; there htrjc been 
who have found it, 

Attd these knov) the House of Fulfilment of 
Croviug ; 

These knoie the Cup vAth the roses around it ; 

These know the World’s zeound and the balm 
that hath bound it ; 

Cry OH/, the World heedeth not, ‘Love, lead us 
home I ' 


Wiu.iAM Morris 
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AND THIS IS LOVE 



Perhaps there is vo more sure criticism of rcfmc’ 
ment in moral character, of the purity of intellectual 
intention, and of the deep conviction and perfect 
sense of ’.chat our nature really is in alt its combina- 
tions than the different definitions di0crcnt men 
svould give to love, 

Cou:iuDGE 

Oh Fate! from svltcncc proceeds the hidden 
Cause, 

That vie at i.ovi:, that glorious Passion, 
pause ? 

Was it svith Adam 's Innocence betray’d. 

Or, by his Lapse, a Malefactor made? 

Or have our men acquir’d Excesses been 
So daring, to determine it a Sin ? 

SCDIXY 

I understand by this passion the union of desire, 
friendship, and tenderness, "which is inflamed by a 
single female, which prefers her to the rest of her 
sex, and which seeks her possession as the supreme 
or the sole happiness of his being. 

Gibbon 

Love is the most subtle form of self-interest. 

HouiUOOK Jackson 


" all is said, is there a better indoor sport? 

Be frank with me; is there?” 

Aijioos Huxley, 




Wostow nat wcl the oldc clerkcs sawc, 

That " who shal ycvc a lover any lawc? ” 
Love is a greater lawc, by my pan, 

Than may be yevc to any ertlily man. 

And therefore posidf lawc and swich decree 
Is broke al-day for love, in each degree. 

A man moot nodes love, maugrcc his heed. 
He may not fleen it, tliogh he sholdc be deed, 
A1 be she mayde, or widwc, or dies wyf. 

Chaucer 


Harke wanton youthes, whome Beawtic maketh 
blindc, 

And learne of me, what kindc a tiling is Love-, 
Love is a Braivcsicke Boy, and fierce by kindc; 
A Willfull Thought, which Reason can not 
move; 
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A FlaUring Sycophant ; a Mtird’riug Thteje; 
A Poysnea clioahtng Bayte; a Tysing Griefe, 
A Tyrant in his Lanes; in spcach nntrue; 

A Blindfold Gtiidc; a Feather in the ninde; 

A right Chameleon for change of hewe; 

A I^mmcUmrnc Lust; a Tempest of the mindc; 

A Breach of Chastitic ; all venues Foe ; 

A Private varre; a Toilsome zeebbe of noc; 
A Fearful! Jealosic; a Vahte Desire; 

A Labyrinth; a Pleasing Miscric; 

A Shipzcrackc of mans life; a Smokclesse fire; 

A Sea of tearcs; a lasting Lunacic; 

A Heavic servitude; a Dropsie Thurst; 

A Hellish Gaile. nhosc captives are accurst. 

Thomas Watson 


Acairst be Love; and they tltat trust his trains 1 
He tastes the fruit: whilst otlicr.s toil. 

He brings the lamp: we lend the oil. 

He sows distress : we yield him soil. 

He wageth war : we bide the foil. 

Accurst be Love; and those tliat trust his trains! 
He lays the trap: we seek the snare. 

He threat’ncth death: we speak him fair. 

He coins deceits : we foster care. 

He fav’reth pride : we count it rare. 

Accurst be Love; and those tliat trust his trains! 
He seemeth blind; yet wounds with art. 

He vows content: he pavs tsath smart. 

He swears relief; yet kills the heart. 

He calls for truth : yet scorns desert, 
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Accurst be Love; and those that trust his trains! 
WTiosc heaven is hell; whose perfect joys arc pains. 

Lodge 


I tell thee Love is Nature’s second sun. 
Causing a spring of virtues where he shines; 
And as without the sun, the world’s great eye, 
All colours, beauties, botli of Art and Nature, 
Arc given in vain to men, so without love 
All beauties bred in tvomen are in vain; 

All virtues born in men lie buried, 

For love informs them as the sun doth colours, 
And ns the sun, rcflecung his warm beams 
Against the cartli, begets all fruits and flowers; 
So love, fair shining in the inward man. 

Brings forth in him the honourable fruits 
Of valour, wit, nrtuc, and haughty tlioughts. 
Brave resolution, and divine discourse: 

Oh, 'tis the Paradise, tlic heaven of cardi; 

And didst diou know the comfort of two hearts, 
In one delicious harmony united. 

As to joy one joy, and dimk both one thought. 
Live both one life, and diercin double life; 

To see dieir souls met at an interview 
In dteir bright eyes, at parley in their lips. 

Their language, kisses : and to observe the rest, 
Touclies, embraces, and eacli circumstance 
Of all love’s most unmatched ceremonies; 

Thou wouldsi abhor diy tongue for blasphemy. 
Oh ! who can comprehend how sweet love tastes 
But he that hath been present at his feasts? 

Chapman 
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A Flaltrinfr Sycopltm}!; a Miird'ring Thicfe; 
A Poysv.cd choahing Bnytc] a Tysing Grief c, 
A Tvranr in liis Lanc.«; in speadi untrue; 

A Blindfold Guide-, a Feather in the v.-inde; 

A right Chameleon Un change of hewe; 

A Lammelimmr Lust ; a Tempest of the mindc; 

A Breach of Chastilic; all vcrtucs Foe; 

A Private icarre; a Toilsome tcchhe of woe; 
A Fearful! fcalosic; a I'ainc Desire; 

A Labyrinth-, a Pleasing Miscric-, 

A Shipziracke of mans life; a Smokelcsse fire-, 

A Sea of teares; a lasting Lunacic; 

A Hva-eic servitude; a Dropsic Thurst; 

A Hellish Gaile, whose captives arc accurst. 

Thomas Watson 


Acairst be Love; and they that trust his trciinsl 
He tastes ilic fruit: whilst others toil. 

He brings the lamp : we lend the oil. 

He sows distress: we yield him soil. 

He wageth war: we hide the foil. 

Accurst be Love; and those that trust his trains! 
He hays the trap; we seek the snare. 

He threat’ncth death : we speak him fair. 

He coins deceits : wc foster care. 

He fav’reth pride ; we count it rare. 

Accurst be Love; and those that trust his trains! 
He seemeth blind: yet wounds with art. 

He vows content: he pays tvith smart. 

He swears relief; yet kills the heart. 

He calls for truth : yet scorns desert. 
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Accurst be Love; and those that trust his trains! 
Whose heaven is hell; whose perfeer joys arc pains. 

Lodge 


1 tell dice Love is Nature's second sun. 
Causing a spring of virtues where he shines; 
And ns without the sun, the world’s great eye, 
All colours, hcautics, hotli of Art and Nature, 
Arc given in vain to men, so without love 
All hcautics bred in women arc in vain; 

All virtues born in men lie buried. 

For love informs them as the sun doth colours. 
And as the sun, reflecting his warm beams 
Against the cardi, begets all fruits and flowers; 
So love, fair shining in the inward man. 

Brings forth in him die honourable fruits 
Of valour, wit, nrtuc, and haughty thoughts. 
Brave resolution, and divine discourse : 

Oh, ’ds die Paradise, die heaven of earth; 

And didst diou know the comfort of two hearts. 
In one delicious harmony united, 

As to joy one joy, and thmk both one thought, 
Live both one life, and therein double life; 

To see their souls met at an interview 
In their bright eyes, at parley in their lips, 

Their language, kisses : and to observe die rest 
Touches, embraces, and eacli ciraimstancc 
Of all love’s most unmatched ceremonies' 

Thou wouldst abhor diy tongue for blasph'cmv. 
Oh I who can comprehend how sweet love tastes 
But he that hath been present at Jiis feasts? 

Chaptnan 
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Love, Mistress is of many niiiuJs; 

Yet few Lnow whom they serve 1 
They reckon least, how little I^vc 
Tneir service cloth deserve! 

The Will She rohbeth from the Wit, 

'flic Sense from Reason's lore; 

She is delightful in the rind, 

Corrupted in the core. 

She shroudctli Vice in Virtuc’.s veil; 

Pretendeth good in ill! 

She ofTreth joy, affordeth j^rief! 

A kiss, where she doth lalll 

A honey-shower rains from her lips! 

Sweet lights shine in her face I 
She hath die hlush of virgin mind; 

The mind of viper’s race. . . . 

Plough not the seas I Sow not tlie sands! 

Leave off your idle pain! 

Seek odicr Mistress for your minds! 

Love's service is in vain. 

Robert Southwell, S.J. 


The Stage is more hcholding to Love, dtan die 
Life of Man. For as to die Stage, Love is ever 
matter of Comedies, and now and then of Trage- 
dies ; But in Life, it dodi mudi mischiefc : Some- 
times like a Syren) Sometimes like a Fury. You 
may observe, that amongst all die great and 
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worthy Persons (whereof the memory remaineth, 
either Ancient or Recent), there is not One, diat 
hath been transported, to die mad degree of Love: 
which shewes, that great Spirits, and great Bnsi- 
ncsse, doc keepc out of this wcakc Passion. Yon 
must except, nevertheless, Marais Automus die 
halfc Partner of the Empire of Rome; and Appitis 
ClmiHitis die Decemvir, and Law-giver; TOicrcof 
the former, was indeed a Vohipiiioiis Man, and 
Inordinate; hut the latter, was an Austere, and uisc 
man ; And therefore it seems (though rarely) that 
Love can findc entrance, not only into an open 
Heart; but also into a Heart well fortified; if watcli 
be not welt kept. ... It is a strange Thing, to note 
the Exccssc of this Passion; And how it braves, the 
Nature, and value of things; by this, that the 
Speaking in a pcrpctuall Hyperbole, is comely in 
nodiing, but in Love. Neither is it mccrcly in the 
Phrase; For whereas it hath bccnc well said, that 
the Arch-flatterer, with whom all the petty Flat- 
terers have Intelligence, is a Mans Sclfc; Certainly, 
the Lover is more. For there was never Proud 
Man, thought so absurdly well of himsclfe, as the 
Lover doth of die Person loved : And therefore it 
was well said; That it is impossible to love, and to 
be wise. . . 

Bacon 


To live in hell, and heaven to behold; 

To welcome life, and die a living death; 

To sweat with heat, and yet be freezing cold; 

To grasp at stars, and lie the cardt beneath; 
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To tread a maze that never sltall have end; 

To burn in sigliB, and starve in daily tears; 

To climb a hill, and never to descend; 

Giants to kill, and tjuakc at childish fears; 

'I’o nine for food, and watch th' Hesperian trees; 

To thirst for drink, and nectar still to draw; 

To live accursctl, whom men hold blest to be. 
Anti weep those wTongs which never creature 
saw ; 

If this be love, if love in these be founded. 
My heart is love, for these in it arc grounded. 

Henry Constable 


Tliis is the monstrosity in love, lady, that the will 
is infinite and the execution confined, that the 
desire is boundless and the act a slave to limit, 

Shahespeare 


This love is that salt that sensoneth our harsh 
and dull labours, and gives a pleasant relish to our 
other unsavour)' proceedings. 

Burton 


Love is tlic blossom, where there blows 
Every thing that lives, or grows I 
Love doth make the heavens to move; 

And the sun doth burn in love! 

Love the strong and weak doth yoke. 

And makes the ivy climb the oak; 

Under whose shadows lions tvild. 

Softened by Love, grow tame and mild! 
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Love no mod ’cine can appease) 

He burns the fishes in the seas. 

Not all the skill, his wounds can stendi! 
Not all the sea, his fire can quench ! 

Love did make the bloody spear 
Once a Icat’y coat to wear; 

Wliile in his leaves, there shrouded lay 
Sweet birds, for Love that sing and play . . . 

Giles Fletcher the Youuqer 


Love’s but a running of the fanej', 

A clap of fond extravagancy. 

Butler 


Love, what art thou? A vain thought, 
In our minds by Fancy wrought} 

Idle Smiles did thee beget; 

While fond Wshes made the net, 
Which so many fools has caught! 

Love, what art thou ? Light, and fair, 
Fre-sh as morning, clear as th’ .air! 

But, too soon, thy evening change. 
Makes thy wortli with coldness range: 
Still tliy joy is mixed with care! 

Love, what art thou? A secret flower. 
Once full blown, dead in an hour! 

Dust in wind as staid remains 
As thy pleasure, or our gains; 

If thy humour change to lower. 
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Love, zelwl art thou? Childisli, vain, 
Firm as bubbles made by rain. 
Wantonness thy greatest pride! 
These foul faults thy virtues hide; 
But babes can no staidness gain ! 

Love, what art thou? Causeless ciir.st; 
Yet, alas, these not the worst! 

Much more of thee may be said; 
But thy law I once obeyed, 

Therefore say no more at first! 

Lady Mary Wroath 


As love is the most noble and divine passion of 
the soul, so it is that to which we may justly attri- 
bute all the real satisfactions of life; and without 
it man is unfmished and unhappy. 

Tliere arc a thousand things to be said of the 
advantages this generous passion brings to those 
whose hearts are capable of receiving its soft 
impressions; for it is not every one that can be 
sensible of its tender touches. How many ex- 
amples, from history and observation, could I give 
of Its wondrous power; nay even to a degree of 
transmigrarion! How many idiots has it made 
nisei How many fools eloquent! How many 
home-bred squires accomplished! How many 
cowards brave! 

Aphra Behn 


Love, the most gen’rous Passion of the Mind; 
Tile softest Refuge Innocence can find; 

to 
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The safe Director of unguided Youil); 

Fraught with !dnd Wishes, and sccvir’d by Truth ; 
TJiat Cordial-drop Heav'n in our Cup has thrown. 
To make the nauseous Draught of Life go down. . . 

Rochester 


Tis Nature’s law inviolate. 

Confirmed by munial consent 

UHicrc itvo dislike, like, love and hate, 

E.nch to the other’s full content: 

’Tis the c.arcss of cverytliing; 

The turtle dove; 

Both birds and beasts do offerings bring 
To Mighty Love. 

'Tis th’ angels' Joy; the gods’ delight, 
man's bliss, 

'Tis all in all; without Love nothing is. 

Robert Heath 

It is certain, there is no other Passion which 
does produce such contrary Effects in so great a 
Degree: But this may be said for Love, that if you 
strike it out of die Soul, Life would be insipid, and 
our Being but half Animated. Human Nature 
would sink into Deadness and Lethargy, if not 
quickened with some active Principle; and as for 
all others, whether Ambition, Envy, or Avarice, 
tvhich arc apt to possess the Mind in the Abscticc 
of this Passion, it must be allowed that diey have 
greater Pains, without the Compensation of such 
exquisite Pleasures as those tve find in Love. The 
great Skill is to heighten the Satisfactions, and 
deaden die Sorrows of it. . . . ; 


II 



The English in Love 


Oft hast tlioii told me, Dick! in friendly part, 
That the usiirpa" l^vc has seized thy heart, 

But thou art young! and, like our sanguine race 
In their full vigotir, mayst mistake thy ease! 

For, trust me, Ix)ve, that inm.atc of tltc mind. 

Is very muclt mistaken by Mankind! 

For which, too often, is misunderstood 
The sudden rage and madness of the blood. 

Thus, every common Rake his flame approves; 
And when he’s lewd and r.ampant, thinks he 
loves ! 

But I, who in that study am grown old, 

Will to my friend such certain Marks unfold ; 

By whicli a real Passion he may prove; 

And, witliout which, he cannot truly love. 

How docs this tyrant lord it in thy mind? 

What symptoms of his empire dost thou find? 

Dost thou within perceive the growing wound? 
Dost thy soul sicken, wltilc thy body’s sound? 
Docs, in tliy thought, some blooming Beauty reign; 
Whose strong Idea mingles joy with pain? 

Wflien She appears before thee, docs She spread 
O’er diy pale, fading chcclts, a sudden red? 

Press her soft lips, or touch her lilicd hand; 

Does thy heart flutter? docs tliy breast expand? 

If but her name is mendoned, docs it fire 
Thy pulses with a cjuick and fierce desire? 

Docs every glance, hkc Jove’s vindiedve flame, 
Shoot through thy veins, and kindle all thy frame? 
From hence, a real Passion you may prove! 

For he who wants these symptoms does not 
lovel . , , 
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Again, my fricntl, incline iliy patient car! 

For thou hast manv Questions still to hear. 

This chosen Damsel, this triumphant She, 

Canst thou no blemish in her person see? 

Her temper, shape, her features and her Air 
(Though never yet was born a faultless Fair!) 

Do they all please? In body, or in mind, 

Canst thou no blot, nor imperfection, find? 

Docs o’er her skin no mole, nor pimple, rise; 

Or do e’en these seem beaudes in thy eyes? 
From hence, a real Passion you may prove! 
For if you spy one Fault, you do not love! . . 

Sdll must I touch thee in a tenderer part ! 
Would not a happy rival stab tliy heart? 

Couldst thou behold the darling of thy breast 
With freedom by another Youth carcst? 

Say, couldst tliou, to thy dearest friend, afford 
A kiss, a smile, or one obliging word? 

S.iy, at a Public Hall, or Private Dance, 

When the brisk Couples artfully advance, 
Couldst thou, unmoved with indignation stand. 

If to anodier She resigned her hand? 

Would your heart rest at case? or would it swell 
With all the pains, the sharpest pains, of Hell? 
From hence, a real Passion you may prove! 

For without Jealousy, you cannot love. . . . 

By these Prescriptions judge your inward parti 
Put all these questions closely to your heart! 

And if, by them, your flame you can approve ; 
Then will I own, that you sincerely love. 

Nicholas Amhurst 
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Ii may not, therefore, in this place, he improper 
to apply ourselves to the esatntnation of that 
modem doemne, by whicli certain philosophers, 
among many other wonderful discoveries, pretend 
to have found out, that there is no such passion in 
the human breast. . . . 

To avoid, however, all contention, if possible, 
with these philospophcrs, if they will he called so ; 
and to show our own dispositions to accommodate 
matters peaceably between tis. we shall here make 
them some concessions, whiclt may, possibly, put 
an end to die dispute. 

First, we will grant that many minds, and per- 
haps diosc of the philosophers, arc entirely free 
from the traces of such a passion. 

Secondly, tliat what is commonly called love, 
namely, the desire of satisfying a voracious appetite 
with a certain quantity of delicate white human 
flesh, is by no means tliat passion for which I here 
contend, Tliis is indeed more properly hunger; 
and, as no glutton is ashamed to apply the word 
love to his appetite, and to say he loves such and 
such dishes; so may the lover of this kind, widi 
equal propriety say, he hungers after sucli and sucli 
women. 

Thirdly, I will grant, which, I believe will be a 
most acceptable concession, that this love for which 
I am an advocate, though it satisfies itself in a 
much more delicate manner, doth nevertheless seek 
its own satisfaction as mucli as the grossest of all 
our appetites. 

And, lasth-, that this love when it operates to- 
tvards one of a different sex, is very apt, towards 
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its complete gratification, to call in the aid of that 
hunger tvhich I have nicntionccl above; and \v]nch 
it is so far from abating, that it hciglitcns all its 
delights to a degree scarce imaginable by iliosc 
who have never been susceptible of any other 
emotions, than what have proceeded from appetite 
alone. 

In return to all these concessions, I desire of the 
philosophers to grant, tliat tlicrc is in some (I be- 
lieve in many) human breasts, a kind and benevo- 
lent dispo.sition, which is gratified by contributing 
to the happiness of others. That in this gratifica- 
tion alone, as in friendship, in parental and filial 
aflecdon, and indeed, in general philanthropy, 
there is a great and exquisite delight. That if we 
will not call sucli disposition love, we liave no name 
for it. That though the pleasures arising from sucli 
pure love may be heightened and sweetened by 
the assistance of amorous desires, yet the former 
can subsist alone, nor arc they destroyed by the 
intervention of the latter. Lastly, that esteem and 
gratitude are tire proper motives to love, as youth 
and beauty arc to desire; and therefore though 
such desire may naturally cease, tvhen age or sick- 
ness overtake its object, yet tlicsc can have no effect 
on love, nor ever shake or remove from a good 
mind, tliat sensation or passion which liatli grati- 
tude and esteem for its basis. 

Fielding 


“ A youth and maiden meeting by chance, or 
brought together by artifice, exchange glances, 
reciprocate civilities, go home and dream of one 
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another. Having little to divert attention, they 
find thcm.-iclvcs uneasy when they arc apart, and 
therefore conclude that they shall he happy to- 
gether. They marry, and tiiscovcr wiiat nothing 
hut voluntary hlindne.ss before had concealed; they 
wear out life in altercations, and charge nature tsath 
cruelty.'’ 

Samuel Johnson 


Thro’ all the drama — whether damned or not — 
Love gilds the scene, and women guide the plot. 
From every rank obedience is our due — 

D’ye doubt? — the world’s great stage shall prove it 
true. 

The Cit — well skilled to shun domestic strife — 
Will sup abroad — but first he’ll ask his wife ; 

John Trot, liis friend for once, will do tlic same. 
But tlicn — he’ll just step home to tell his dame. 

The surly Squire — at noon resolves to rule. 

And half the day — Zounds 1 madam is a fool! 
Convinced at night — the vanquished victor says. 
Ah! Kate! you women have such coaxing ways! 

Tlic jolly toper chides each tardy blade — 

Till reeling Bacchus calls on Love for aid : 

Then with each toast he sees fair bumpers swim, 
And kisses Chloe on die sparkling brim ! 

Nay, I have heard that statesmen — great and 
wise — 

Will sometimes counsel with a lady’s eyes; 

Tile senile suitors — watch her various face. 

She smiles preferment — or she frowns disgrace. 
Curtsies a pension here — there nods a place. 
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Not with less awe, in scenes of Inimblcr life, 

Is viewed the mistress, or is heard the wife. 

The poorest peasant, of the poorest soil, 

The child of poverty, and heir to toil — 

Early from radiant Love’s impardal light, 

Steals one small spark, to cheer his world of night : 
Dear spark! — that oft thro* winter’s chilling woes. 
Is all the warmth his little cottage knows 1 
The wand’ring tar — who, not for years, has jtressed 
The widowed partner of his day of rest. 

On the cold deck — far from her arms removed — 
Still hums the diit)' that his Susan loved : 

And while around the cadence rude is blown. 

The boatswain wbisdes in a softer tone. 

The soldier, fairly proud of wounds and toil, 
Pants for the triumph of his Nancy’s smile; 

But ere die battle, should he list her cries, 

The lover trembles — and the hero diesl 
That heart, by war and honour steeled to fear. 
Droops on a sigh and quickens at a tear! 

Sheridan 


... In short I believe, that Love (ns distinguished 
both from Lust and from that habitual atiacbmeni 
whidi may include many objects, diversifying 
itself by degrees only), diat that Feeling (or what- 
ever it may be more aptly called) diat specific mode 
of Being, wliich one object only can possess, and 
possesses totally, is always die abrupt creation of a 
moment — tho’ years of Dawning may have pre- 
ceded. I say Dawning', for often as I have watdied 
the Sun-rising, from the diinning, diluting Blue 
to the \Vhitening, to the fawn-coloured, the pink, 
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the crimson, tlic glory; yet still the Siin itself hns 
always starlccl tip, out of the Horizon I Between 
the brightest Hues of the Dawn and die first rim of 
the Sun itself there is a c/iosm — all before were 
Differences of Degree, passing and dissolving into 
each odicr — hut there is a difference of Kind — a 
chasm of Kind in a continuity of 'rime. And as 
no man, who had never watched for the rise of the 
Sun, could understand what I mean, so can no roan 
who has not been in I-x>ve, understand what Love 
is, iho’ he will be sure to imagine and believe, that 
he docs. 

Coleridge 


Who loves, raves — 'tis youth’.s frenzy — but the 
cure 

Is bitter still; as ch.arm by charm unwinds 
Whicli robed our idols, and we see too sure 
Nor worth nor beauty dwells from out the mind's 
Ideal shape of such; yet sull it binds 
'The fatal spell, and still it draws us on, 
Reaping the wliirlwiud from the oft-sown winds; 
The stubborn heart, its alclicmy begun. 

Seems ever near the prize — wealthiest when most 
undone. 

Few — none — find what they Jove or could have 
loved; 

Though accident, blind contaa, and the strong 
Necessity of loving, have removed 
Anripathies — but to recur, ere long. 

Envenom’d with irrevocable wrong 
And Circumstance, that unspiritual god 
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And miscrcator, makes and helps along 
Our coming cnls nith a crutcli-likc rod, 

Wirosc toucli turns hope to dust — the dust we all 
have trod. 

Byron 


Love is inevitably consequent upon the percep- 
tion of loveliness. Love widicrs under constraint: 
its very essence is liberty: it is compatible neither 
uith obedience, jealousy, nor fear: it is there most 
pure, perfect, and unlimited, where its votaries live 
in confidence, equality, and unreserve. . . . Love is 
free : to promise for ever to love the same woman 
is not less absurd tlian to promise to believe die 
same creed : sudi a vow, in both cases, e.xcludcs us 
from all inquiry. The language of the votarist is 
diis: The woman I now lovc may be infinitely 
inferior to many others; the creed I now profess 
may be a mass of errors and absurdities; but I 
exclude mj'self from all future information as to 
the amiability of the one, and die truth of the 
other, resolving blindly, and in spite of convicuon, 
to adhere to them. Is this the language of delicacy 
and reason? Is the lovc of a frigid heart of more 
worth than its belief? 

Shelley 


Love is not altogether a delirium . . . yet it has 
many points in common thercwidi. I will call it 
rather a discerning of the Infinite in the Finite, or 
the Idea made Real; which discerning again may 
be either true or false, either seraphic or demonic, 
»9 



The English in Love 

the crimson, the glory; yet still tlic Sun itself has 
always started up, out of the Horizon! Between 
the Itrightest Hues of the Dawn and the first rim of 
the Sun itself there is a c/ifi5m--all before were 
Differences of Degree, passing and dissolving into 
each otlier — hut there is a difference of Kind — a 
chasm of Kind in a continuity of Time. And as 
no man, who had never watched for the rise of the 
Sun, could understand what I mean, .so can no man 
who has not been in Love, understand what Love 
is, tho’ he will be sure to imagine and believe, that 
he does. 

Coleridge 


Who loves, raves — ’tis youtli’s frenzy — but tlic 
cure 

Is bitter still: as charm by charm unwinds 
Whidi robed our idols, and we sec too sure 
Nor worth nor beauty dwells from out the mind’s 
Ideal shape of such ;'yct still it binds 
The fatal spell, and sull it draws us on. 
Reaping the whirlwind from the oft-sown winds; 
The stubborn heart, its aldicmy begun. 

Seems ever near the prize — wc.althiest when most 
undone. 

Few — none — find what they love or could have 
loved ; 

Though accident, blind contact, and the strong 
Necessity of loving, have removed 
Antipathies — ^but to recur, ere long. 

Envenom’d with irrevocable wrong 
And Circumstance, that unspiritual god 
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And miscrcaior, makes and helps along 

Our coming evils with a crutdi-like rod, 

Whose touch turns hope to dust — the dust we all 
have trod. 

Byron 

Love is inevitably consequent upon the percep- 
tion of loveliness. Love withers under constraint: 
its very essence is liberty: it is compatible neither 
tuili obedience, jealousy, nor fear: it is tlicre most 
pure, perfect, and unlimited, where its votaries live 
in confidence, equality, and tmreserve. . . . Love is 
free: to promise for ever to love the same woman 
is not less absurd than to promise to believe the 
same creed : such a vow, in both eases, excludes us 
from all inquiry. The language of the votarist is 
this: The woman I now love may be infinitely 
inferior to many others; the creed I now profess 
may be a mass of eiTors and absurdities; but I 
exclude myself from all future information as to 
the amiability of tlic one, and the truth of the 
other, resolving blindly, and in spite of conviction, 
to adhere to them. Is this the language of delicacy 
and reason? Is the love of a frigid heart of more 
worth than its belief? 

Shelley 


Love is not altogetlier a delirium . . . yet it has 
many points in common therewitli. I will call it 
rather a discerning of tire Infinite in the Finite, or 
the Idea made Real; which discerning again may 
be either true or false, either seraphic or demonic, 
*9 
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It\!;pivaiion or Insanity. But in the former ease too, 
as m common Madness, it is Fantasy that super- 
adds itself to si^ht: on the so petty domain of the 
Actual jdants tts Archimedes-lcver, whereby to 
move at will the infinite Spiritual. 

Carlyle 


What is young Passion hut a gusty brccac 
Ruffling the surface of a shallow flood? 

A vernal motion of the vital blood 
That sweetly gushes from a heart at case, 

As sugared sap in spicy-budding trees? 

And tliough a nish be horn with every morrow. 
And fondest dreams full oft arc types of sorrow. 
Eyes that can smile may weep just when they 
please. 

But adult Passion, centred far within. 

Hid from the moment’s venom and its balm. 
Works with the fell inherency of sin. 

Nor feels the joy of morn, nor evening calm ; 
Nor morn nor eve can change tliat ficrj’ gloom 
Tlrat glares within the spirit’s living tomb. 

Hartley Coleridge 


Amid the gloom and travail of existence sud- 
denly to behold a beautiful being, and as instan- 
taneously to feel an overwhelming conviction that 
with that fair form for ever our destiny must be 
entwined ; that there is no more joy but in her joy, 
no sorrow but when she grieves; diat in her sigh 
of love, in her smile of fondness, hereafter is all 
bliss; to feel our flaunty ambition fade away like 
20 
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a shrivelled gourd before her vision; to feel fame 
a juggle and posterity a lie; and to be prepared at 
once lor diis great object, to forfeit and fling away 
all former hopes, ties, schemes, views ; to violate in 
her favour every duty of sodety ; this is a lover, and 
this is love! 

Disraeli 


And so it is — a pair of bright eyes witli a 
dozen glances suflicc to subdue a man; and im- 
flamc him ; to make him even forget ; they dazzle 
liim so that the past becomes straightway dim to 
him ; and he so prizes them that he would give all 
his life to possess ’em. \Vliat is the fond love of 
dearest friends compared to this treasure? 

Thackeray 


Love is not a feeling to pass away. 

Like the balmy heath of a summer day; 

It is not — it cannot be — laid aside; 

It is not a thing to forget or hide. 

It clings to the heart, ah, woe is me! 

As the ivy clings to the old oak tree. 

Love is not a passion of earthly mould, 

As a thirst for honour, or fame, or gold: 
For when all these wishes have died away. 
The deep strong love of a brighter day, 
Though nourished in secret, consumes die 
more, 

As the slow rust cuts to tlie iron’s core. 

Dickens 
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For indeed there is no true conqueror of Lust 
but Love; and in this beautifully scientific day of 
the British Nation in which you have no God to 
love any more, but only an omnipotent coagulation 
and copulation; and in whiclt you have no Law 
nor King to love any more, hut only a competidon 
and a consdtution, and tlic oil ol anointing for 
king and priest used to grease your iron wheels 
down hill : when you have no country to love any 
more, but " patriodsm is nationally what selfish- 
ness is individually,” such the eternally-damned 
modern view of die matter — the moral sj-philis of 
the enure nadonal blood; and, finally, when you 
have no true bride and groom to love eacli other 
any more, but a girl looking out for a carriage and 
a man for a position, what have you left on earth 
to take pleasure in, except theft and adultery? 

Ruskin 


" Esther, do you ever think about love, about 
love as connected with marriage? ” 

“ Yes, I do somedmes, not often. But when I 
do think about it I think very deeply, I believe.” 

“ And what do you think? May I have some of 
your tltoughts? ” 

" I diink, Miss UlFadyne, that love, if it be of the 
right sort, must be die most bcaudful thing in the 
world. There can be nothing like it.” 

“ What do you mean by the right sort? ” 

" Tlie sort that would give up evcrj'thing for the 
sake of the one it loved; that would sacrifice self, 
and yet think it no sacrifice; that would resign .all 
22 
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cartli can give for the one beloved one, and, if need 
were, go oh loving faidifnllj’ and silently and apart 
as long as life shoidd last. It should be a love per- 
fectly constant, yet never vexing widi its const.'incy, 
such a love that, if it were God's will that tlie two 
who loved cadi other should never marry, they 
would st'ill love each otlicr wholly and without 
diangc, knowing that in the world to come they 
would still be united, though the union would be 
purer and higher than any earthly union could 
be " 

Emma Jane. Worhoisc 


Cold Blood now touched on love to Hot Blood. 

Cold Blood s.iid : " It is a passion coming in the 
order of nature, die ripe fruit of otir anim.al being.” 

Hot Blood felt: “It is a divinity! All that is 
wordi living for in the world.” 

Cold Blood said : “ It is a fever which tests our 
strcngdi, and too often lc.ads to perdition.” 

Hot Blood felt: " Lead whither it will, I follow 
it.” 

Cold Blood said: “ It is a name men and women 
are mucli in the habit of employing to sancrify 
their appetites.” 

Hot Blood felt : “ It is worship ; religion ; life ! ” 

Meredith 


Love to the looker-on m.ay be blind, unwise, 
unwordiily bestowed, a waste, a sacrifice, a crime: 
yet none the less is love, alone, the one thing that, 
come w'eal or woe, is worth the loss of every other 
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thing; the one supreme and perfect gift of earth, 
in uhich all common things of daily life become 
transfigured and divine. And perhaps of all the 
many woes that priesthoods have wTought upon 
humanity, none have been greater than this false 
teaching, that love can ever be a sin. To the 
sorrow and the harm of the world, the world’s 
religions have all striven to make men and women 
shun and deny tlieir one angel as a peril or a 
shame; but religions cannot strive against nature, 
and when the lovers sec each other's heaven in each 
other’s eyes, they know the supreme truth that one 
.short day together is worth a lifetime’s glory'. 

Oiiida 


. , Must love be always a sort of pretence, 
granny, and stich a blind, silly, unreasoning feel- 
ing when it docs exist? If ever I fall in love, shall 
I set up an assortment of lamentable, ludicrous 
illusions about some commonplace young man, as 
Lily docs about that pink Arnold? Can’t love be 
real, like hate? Can’t people ever look at each 
other, and sec cadi other as they ore, and love eadi 
other for what tlicy arc? ” 

" The Lilies and the Arnolds would not marry 
if tlicy saw each other as they are, my dear, and 
they would miss a great deal of happiness if there 
were no illusions. . . . You arc confusing ‘ being in 
love ’ with love itself. . . . Tlie one is common to 
vulgarity, the other rare, at least betivcen men and 
women.” 

Mary Cbolmonihley 
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" People do fall in love, fortunately for them. 
It may oc injudicious; and it may turn out badly: 
but it fills up life in a way that all' the barren philO' 
sophy and cj-ntcism on e.arth cannot. Do yon 
think I would not rather have to regret a lost love 
than to repine because I had been too cautious to 
love at all? The disappointments of love warm the 
heart more than the triumphs of in-scnsibility.” 

Bernard Share 


, . Too much light conversation about the 
Oedipus complex and anal eroiidsm is taking the 
edge off love. In a few years, I don’t mind prophe- 

3 you young people will be whispering to one 
cc sublime things about angels, sisters of 
charity and the infinite. You'll be .sheathed in 
Jaeger and pining behind bars. And love, in con- 
sccjucncc, wU seem incomparably more romantic, 
more alluring than it docs in these days of cmand- 
pation.” Mr. Cardan spat out the pips of his last 
grape, pushed tlic fruit plate away from him, 
leaned back in his chair and looked about him 
triumphantly. 

" Efow little you understand women,” said Mrs. 
Aldwinkle. . . . 

Aldons Huxley 
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Daittly fruits, though sxccct, will sour, 

And rot in ripeness, left untastcdl 

Massin'cek 


Let's love, the sun doth set and rise again, 
But Tvhen as our short light 
Comes once to set, it makes eternal night. 

' Daniei. 


Could I, my past time begin; 

I svauld not commit such sin. 

To live an hour, and not to love I 

Lady Mary Wroath 


I cannot endure delaying; 

I must have her quickly won! 

Be She nice, though not denaying; 

By her leave, I then have done. 

Patrick Hannay 


111 husbandry in love is such 
A scandal to love’s power. 

We ought not to misspend so much 
As one poor short-lived hour. 

CiiARixs Cotton 


Youth is the proper time for love. 
And age is virtue’s season. 


Granville 




Yet what is love? I pray thee say. 

It is a yea, it is a nay. 

A pretty kind of sporting fray; 

It IS a thing will soon away; 

Then take the vantage while you may: 
And this is love, as I hear say. 

Ralegh 


Pluck the fruit, and taste the pleasure. 
Youthful Lordlings, of delight ! 
Whilst occasion give you seizure. 
Feed your fanaes and your sight ! 
After death, when you arc gone, 
Joy and pleasure is there none! 
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Feast it freely with your Lovers! 

Bliilie and wanton sweets do fade! 
Whilst that lovely Cupid hovers 
Round about this lovely shade. 

Sport it freely one to one! 

After Death is Pleasure none! . . . 

Lodge 


Come, tny Celia, let us prove, 

While wc may, the sports of love; 
Time will not be ours for ever: 

He at length our good will sever. 
Spend not then his gifts in vain : 
Suns that ser, may rise again; 

But if once wc lose this light, 

Tis with us perpetual night. 

Why should wc defer otir joys? 

Fame and rumour arc but toys. 
Cannot wc delude the eyes 
Of a few poor household spies? 

Or his easier cars beguile, 

So rcmoviid by our wile? 

'Tis no sin love’s fruit to steal. 

But tlic sweet theft to reveal; 

To be taken, to be seen. 

These have crimes accounted been, 

Ben Jonson 


Look, Delia, how wc esteem the half-blown rose. 
The image of thy blush and summer’s honour, 
Whilst yet her tender bud doth undisclose. 
That, full of beauty. Time bestows upon her. 
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No sooner spreads her glory in tlic air. 

But straight her widc-blowh pomp comes to 
decline; 

She then is scorned, tliat late adorned the 
fair. 

So fade the roses oE those checks of thine; 

No April can revive thy withered llovvcrs, 

Wliose springing grace adorns tliy glorj* now ; 

Swift speedy Time, fathered with llyiiig hours, 

Dissoh'cs the beauty of the fairest brotv. 

Then do not tliou such treasure waste in 
vain, 

But love now whilst thou inay’st he loved 
again. 

Daniel 


Come away! come, sweet Love! 

The golden morning breaks ! 

All die earth, all die air. 

Of Love and Pleasure speaks 1 
Teach thine arms then to embrace, 
And sweet rosy lips to kiss; 

And mix our souls in mutual bliss! 
Eyes were made for Beauty's grace. 
Viewing, rucing, Love's long pain; 
Procured by Beauty’s rude disdain. 

Come away I come, sweet Love ! 

The golden morning wastes I 
Wliilc die sun, from his Sphere, 

His fiery arrows casts; 

Making all die shadows fly, 

31 



The English in Love 

Playing, staying, in the grove 
To entertain the stealths of love. 
Thither, sweet I./)ve! let us hie! 

Flying, dying, in desire. 

Winged with sweet hopes and heavenly 
fire ! 


Come aw.iy i come, sweet Love 1 
Do not in vain adorn 
Beauty’s grace! that should rise 
Like to the naked morn. 

Lilies on the rix'cr’s side, 

And far Cyprian flowers new-blown, 
Desire no beauties but their own! 
Ornament is Nurse of Pride! 


Pleasure measures Love’s tlclight; 

Haste then, sweet Love ! our wished 
flight. 

Anon. 


Let us use it whilst we may: 

Snatch those joys that haste away. 

Earth her winter coat may cast. 

And renew her beauty past : 

But, our ivintcr come, m vain 
We .solicit spring again : 

And when our furrows snow shall cover. 
Love may return, but never lover. 

Sir Richard Fanshazee 
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Lisr, Lady; be not coy, and be not cozened 
Witli that same vaunted name, \'irginiiy. 
Beauty is Nature's coin; must not be hoarded, 
But must be current ; and the good thereof 
Consists in mutual and partaken bliss, 
Unsavoury in th’ enjoyment of itself. 

If you let slip time, like a neglected rose 
It withers on the stalk with languished bead. 

Milton 


Come Love, why stayest thou? The night 
Will vanish ere we taste delight : 

The Moon obscures herself from sight, 
Thou absent, whose eyes give her light. 

Come quickly, Dear, be brief as Time, 

Or we by Morn .shall be o’ertanc. 

Loves Joy's thine own as well as mine. 
Spend not therefore the time in vain. 

Cowley 


Now let us sport us while we may. 

And now, like amorous birds of prey. 
Rather at once our time devour. 

Than languish in his slow-chapt power. 
Let us roll all our strength .and all 
Our sweetness up into one ball. 

And tear our pleasures with rough strife, 
Tlirough die iron gates of life; 

Thus, though we cannot make our sun 
Stand still, yet we will make him run. 

Marvell 


D 
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In vain arc our graces, 

In vain arc your eyes, 

If Love you despise 1 
Wljcn age furrows faces, 

'Tis time to he wise! 

Tlien, use the short blessing 
That flics in possessing! 

No joys arc above 
The p!casures of Love ! 

Dryden 


Let us turn usurers of dme ; 

And not misspend an hour! 

The present, not the future, 's in our power. 

To think to spend what ’s not our own, ’s a 
crime! 

He whose soft life 's in mirth possest, 

Love and a Muse 
Bring use on use! 

For Money’s but the Shave; the Time, the 
Measure ; 

And Wit, tire Handmaid; Love, the Queen of 
Pleasure! 

Sir Francis Fane 


Phillis, for shame! let us improve, 

A thousand different ways. 

These few short moments snatch’d by 
love 

From many tedious days. 
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If you want courage to despise 
Tlic censure of the grave, 

Tho' Love’s a tyrant in your eyes. 
Your licart is but a slave. 

My love is full of noble pride; 

Nor can it e’er submit 

To let that fop, Discretion, ride 

In triumph over it. 

False friends I have, as well as you, 
Who daily counsel me 
Fame and ambition to pursue, 

And leave off loving thee. 

But when the least regard I show 
To fools who thus advise. 

May I be dull enough to grow 
Most miserably wise? 

Sackvillc 


Take heed, my dear, youtli flics apace; 

As well as Cupid, Time is blind : 

Soon must diosc glories of thy face 
Tlie fate of vulgar beauty find: 

Tlie thousand loves, that arm thy potent eye. 
Must drop their quivers, flag their wings, and 
die. . . . 

Haste, Celia, haste, while youth inHtes, 

Obey kind Cupid’s present voice ; 

Fill every sense with soft delights 
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And give thy sonl a loose to joys ; 

Let millions o{ repeated blisses prove, 

That thou .all kindness art, and I all love. . . . 

Prior 


Fooli.sh creature! 

Follow Nature! 

Waste not Unis your prime! 
Youth 's a treasure, 

Love 's a pleasure; 

Iloih destroyed by Time ! 

Granville 


Hcarl’s-easc, a herb Uiat sometimes hath been 
seen, 

In my Love’s garden plot, to flourish green. 

Is dead and withered with a tvind o£ woe : 

And bitter Rue in place thereof doUi grow. 

The cause I find to be, because I did 
Neglect the herb called Time: whidt now doth birl 
Me never hope; nor look once more again 
To gain Hearl’s-easc, to ease my heart of pain. 
One hope is this, in this my woeful case. 

My Rue, though better, may prove Herb of Grace. 

Anon. 


Prithee, Cynthia, look behind you. 
Age and wrinkles uill o’ertakc you; 
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Then, too late, desire will find yon, 
When the power must forsake you : 
Think, O think, o* th' sad condition. 

To be past, yet wish fruition ! 

Congreve 


First of all, I would have tltcm seriously think on 
tlic shortness of their time. Life is not long enough 
for a coquette to play all her tricks in. A timorous 
woman drops into ncr grave before she is done 
deliberating. Were the age of man the same tliat 
it w.as before the flood, a lady might sacrifice half 
a century to a scruple, and be two or dtrcc ages in 
demurring. Had she nine hundred years good, she 
might hold out to die conversion of the Jews before 
she thought fit to be prevailed upon. But, alas I 
she ought to play her part in haste, when she con- 
siders diat she is suddenly to quit the stage, and 
make room for others. 

In the second place, I would desire my female 
readers to consider diat as the term of life is short, 
diat of beauty is much shorter. Tlie finest skin 
wrinkles in a few years, and loses the strength of 
its colouring so soon, that we have scarce time to 
admire it, 

Addison 


Florclla 1 when those eyes I see, 
So innocently kind and free. 
Ever fixed, and fixed on mcl 
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Say, why should I my lime misspend, 

With idle fears so long attend ; 

And lose the Lover in the Friend? 

A year, or two, I could forbear; 

But that some happier Youth, I fear. 

May gain thy heart, and irimnph there 1 

Then, dearest Girl, with me retire! 

What Age should give, Love shall inspire! 
And thou shalt ripen by my fire. 

fVilliam Harrison 


As the snow in valleys Ijong, 

Phoebus liis warm beams applying, 
Soon dissolves and runs away; 

So the beauties, so the graces, 

Of the most bewitching faces 
At approaching age decay. 

As a tyrant, when degraded. 

Is despis’d, and is upbraided, 

B)’’ the slaves he once control'd; 

So the nymph if none can move her 
Is contemn’d by every lover 

WTien her charms are growing old. 

Mclandiolic looks and whining, 
Griciing, quarrelling, and pining. 

Are th' effects your rigours move; 
Soft caresses, am’rous glances 
Are the bless’d effects of love. 
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Fair ones I while your beauty's blooming, 
Employ time, lest age resuming 
What your youth profusely lends, 
You arc robbed of all your glories, 

And condemn’d to tell old stories 
To your unbelieving friends. 

Anon. 


O blush not so 1 O blush not so 1 
Or I shall Uiink you knowing; 

And if you smile tlie blushing while. 
Then maidenheads are going. 

There’s a blush for won’t, and a blush for 
shan't. 

And a blush for having done it ; 

There’s a blu.sh for tliought and a blush 
for naught. 

And a blush for just begun it. 

O sigh not sol O sigh not sol 
For it sounds of Eve’s sweet pippin ; 

By these loosen’d lips you have tasted the 
pips 

And fought in an amorous nipping. 

Will you play once more at nicc-cut-core. 
For it only will last our youtli out. 

And we have the prime of the kissing time, 
We have not one sweet tooth out. 
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TiicrcV a sigh for yes, and a sijjh for no. 
And a {■igh for I can’t bear it! 

O what can ‘x: done, shall v.c stay or run? 
Or ait the sweet apple and share it; 

Keats 


1 love thee by hcav'ns, I cannot $av more ; 

Tlien set not my passions a-coolmg. 

If thou vield’st not at once 1 must e’en give thee 
o^cr. 

For I’m but a novice at fooling. 

What my love wants in words, it shall make up in 
deeds, 

Then why .thould we waste time in stuff, child? 
A performance, you wot well, a promise exceeds. 

A word to the wise is enough, cliild. 

1 know how to love, and to make that love known: 

But I hate all protesting and arguing; 

Had a goddess my heart she should e’en lie alone. 
If she made many words to a bargain. 


Long counship's die vice of a phclgmaric fool. 
Like the grace of fanatical sinner ; 

Where the stomachs arc lost and die victuals grow 
cool 

Before men sk dovm to their dinners. 

Anon. 
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O gather ine the rose, the rose, 

While yet in flower we find it, 

For summer smiles, hut summer goes, 
And winter waits behind it. 

For witlt tlie dream foregone, foregone, 
The deed forltornc for ever, 

Tlie worm Regret will canker on, 

And time will turn him never. 

So were it well to love, my love. 

And cheat of any laughter 
The fate beneath us and altovc. 

Tlie dark before and after. 

The myrtle and the rose, the rose, 

The sunshine and the swallow, 

The dream iliat conie.s, the wish that goes. 
The memories that follow! 

Henley 



FIRST LOVE 



So they that arc to Love vicHncd; 

Swayed h\ chance, not choice or art, 
To the first' that 's fair, or kind, 

Make a present of their heart I 

Wauxk 


. . . first Love draws strongest. 

VAUfitWN 


Whatever may be the harsher feelings that life 
may dnelop, there is no one, however callous or 
constrained he may become, whose brow docs not 
grow pensive at the memory of rmsT love. 

DiSR/\EU 


“ Nay, noble maid,” he ansxvcrcd, “ ten limes 
nay! 

This is not love; but love’s first flash in youth, 
hlost common.” 

Te-vnyson’ 


Perhaps all early love affairs ought to be 
strangled or drowned, like so many blind kittens. 

Thackeray 


Well, Heaven be thank’d, my first-love fail’d. 
As, Heaven be thank’d, our first-loves dot 

Coventry Pat.more 




First Boy. 

I wonder, what Alexis ails? 

To sigh, and talk of dans! 

Of charms, which o'er his soul prevails 1 
Of flames, and bleeding hearts! 

I saw him yesterday, alone. 

Walk crossing of his arms. 

And, cuckoo-like, was in a tone, 

" Ah ! Coclis I ah ! thy charms ! ” 

Second Boy: 

Why, sure, thou’rt not so ignorant 
As thou wouldst seem to be! 

Alas, the cause of his complaint 
Is all our destiny: 
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"fis mighty Love's all pow'rfu! bow. 
Which lias Alexis hit. 

A pow’rfu! sliaft will hit us too, 

E’rc were aware of it! 

First Boy: 

I..OVC! Why, alas! I little thought 
Tlicrc had been sucli a thing! 

Only for rhyme it had been brought, 
Vi'hcn Shepherds use to sing. 

I’m sure, whate'er they talk of Love; 

Tis but conceit at most! 

As fear, in the dark, our fandes move 
To think we sec a ghost! 

Sccojk] Boy: 

I know not ; but the other day. 

A wanton girl there were, 

Wio took my stock-dove’s eggs away; 

And blackbird’s nest did tear. 

Had it been thee, my dearest boy ! 

Revenge I should have took ; 

But she, my anger did destroy, 

With the sweetness of her look. 

First Boy: 

So, t’other day, a wanton slut. 

As I slept on the ground, 

A frog into my bosom put; 

My hands and feet she bound. 

She hung my hook upon a tree; 

Then, laughing, bade me wake! 
And though she thus abused me. 
Revenge I cannot take! 
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Chorus : 

Lei’s wish dicse overtures of Slate 
Don’t fatal omens prove! 

For tliosc who Jose tlic power to liate. 

Arc soon made slaves to Love. 

Jane Barker 


I was scarce got half way the little 
lane, whicit led to the cottage, before the 
regret of what I left behind me, made me . 
look back. Then I then I perceived all the ‘ 
of love. I saw now everything tnth other 
"niat Hide nisdc mansion had assumed a 
air. Turrets, colonnades, jet-d’eaus, gates, gard/ 
temples, no magnificence was wanting to . 
imaginadon in virtue of its fairy powers of tv- 
forming real objects into whatever most flattcr«4 
exalts that passion. I should now h , ’ ■ 

every earthly paradise with indiff ■ 
tempt, that was not dignified and cm’ ! 
the presence of diis new sovereign of all 
tome. 

Nor was die transformation I exp- ’ ■ ■ 
myself one jot less miraculous. All the 
had hidicrto felt the pungency of, were p 
constitutional: the suggestions of nature 
ning to feel itself. But the desire I ivas noiv 
up to, had something so distinct, so chaste, 
correct, diat its impression carried too - 
virtue in it, for ray reason to refuse it pc 
of me. All my natural fierceness ivas now u-.- 
melted away into diffidence and gentleness. 
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O 

voh^pttl(>u^ lanjcuor stole iif sofines? into me. 
Anti for the first time in my life I found I had a 
lienn, and that heart susceptible of a teudernesf, 
whicli endenred and ennobled me to myseff. and 
made me place my whole happiness in the hopes of 
inspiring a return of it to the sweet authoress of 
this revoltition, 

John Cklav.d 


How sweet is l>3vc’s first gentle stvay. 

Wten, crowncti with flowers, he softly 
smiles! 

His blue eyes fraught with tearful wiles. 
Where beams of tender transport play ! 

Hope leads him on his airy way. 

And Faith and Fance still beguiles : 

Faitli quickly tangled in her toils; 

Fnntnd whose magic forms so gay 
llic fair Deceiver’s self deceive.' 

How sweet is Love’s first gentle sway! 

Ne'er would that heart he bids to grieve. 
From Sorrow's soft enchantment strav! 

Ne'er! till tire God, exulting in hts art. 
Relentless frowns, and wings th’ envenomed 
dart! 

Ann Radcliffc 


Yes, sweet is the joy when our blushes impan 
Tile youthful affection that glows in tiic heart 
If prudence, and duty, and reason approve 
The dtnid delight of "the virgin's first love. 
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But if the fond virjjin be destined to feel 
A passion she must in her hosom conceal. 
Lest parents relentless the flame dis.approve; 
Where’s then the delight of the virgin’s fir.st 
love? 

Amelia Opic 


Children of the future age, 

Reading this indignant page, 

Know that in a former time, 

Love, szvect Love, was thought a crime! 

In the Age of Gold, 

Free from winter’s cold, 

Youth and maiden bright 
To the holy light, 

Naked in the sunny beams delight. 

Once a youthful pair. 

Fill’d with softest care. 

Met in garden bright 
Where the holy light 
Had just remov’d the curtains of the 
night. 

There, in rising day. 

On the grass they play ; 

Parents were afar, 

Strangers came not near, 

And the maiden soon forgot her fear. 

Tired with kisses sweet. 

They agree to meet 
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When the .nlcnt sleep 
Waves o’er heaven’s deep. 

And the weary tired wanderers weep. 

To her father white 
Came the maiden bright; 

Blit his loving look, 
lake the holv book. 

All her tenJer limbs with terror 
shook. 


“ Ona, pale and tvcakl 
To thy father spe.ak: 

O! the trembling fear, 

0! the dismal care. 

That shakes the blossoms of my hoarv 
hair! " 

Blahc 


Away with your fictions of flimsv romance; 

Those tissues of falsehood which folly has wove! 
Give me the mild gleam of the soul-brcatliing 
glance. 

Or the r.apturc which dwells on the first kiss of 
love. 


When age chills the blood, when our pleasures are 
past — 

For years fleet away with tire wings of the dove— 
The dearest remembrance will still be the last. 
Our sweetest memorial the first kiss of love. 

Byron 
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Young Hope scales azure mountain heights to 
gaze, 

In Love's first golden and delicious dream. 

He sees the earth a maze of tempting paths, 

For blissful sauntering mid the crowded flowers 
And music of the rills. No ambushed wrongs. 

Or thwarting storms there baffle and surprise; 
But lingering, man treads long an odorous way ; 
And at the close, with Love clasped hand in hand, 
Sets in proud glorj’: thence to rise anon 
Vkflth Love beyond” the st.irs and rest in Heaven. 

Thomas Woohicr 


Her tears are all thine own! how blest thou 
.art! 

Thine, too, the blush which no, reserve can 
bind; 

Tliy farewell voice was as the stirring wind 
That floats the rose-bloom ; tliou hast won her 
heart; 

Dear arc tlie hopes it ushers to thy breast; 
She spc.iks not — but she gives her silent bond; 
And thou may’st trust it, asking nought 
beyond 

The promise, which as yet no words attest; 
Deep in her bosom sinks the conscious glow. 
And deep in thine ! and I can well foresee. 

If tliou snalt feel a lover’s jealousy 
For her brief absence, what a ruling power 
A bygone blush shall prove 1 until the hour 
Of meeting, when tiiy next love-rose shall 
blow. 

Charles Tennyson Turner 
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Hut who is this that breaks upon me? This is 
Miss Shepherd whom I love. 

Miss Snepherd is a ho.irdcr at the Misses Net- 
tingall's estahlishmem. 1 adore Miss Shepherd. 
She is a little girl, in a spencer, with a round face 
and curly flaxen hair. Tijc Misses Ncttingall’s 
voung ladies come to the Catlieclral too. I cannot 
look tipon my book, for I must look upon Miss 
Shephertl. When liie choristers chaunt, I hear 
Miss Shejthcrd. In the .service I mentally insert 
Miss Shepherd’s name — I put her in among the 
Royal Fatnily. At home, in my own room, I am 
sornctimes moved to cry out, “ Oh, Miss Shep- 
lierdl " in a transport of Jove. 

For some time I am doubtful of Miss Shepherd’s 
feelings, hut, at length. Fate being propitious, we 
meet at the dancing-school. I have Miss Shepherd 
for my partner. 1 touch Miss Shepherd’s glove, 
and feel a thrill go up the right arm of my jacket, 
and come out at my hair. I .s.ay noiliing tender to 
Miss Shepherd, but we understand each other. 
Miss Shepherd and I live but to be united. 

Why do I secretly give Miss Shepherd twelve 
Brazil nuts for a present, I wonder? They are not 
expressions of affection, they are diflicult to pack 
into a parcel of any regular .shape, they arc hard 
to crack, even in room doors, and they are oily 
when cracked; yet I feel that they are appropriate 
to Miss Shepherd. Soft, seedy biscuits, also, I 
bestow upon Miss Shepherd; and oranges innumer- 
able. Once, I kiss Miss Shepherd in tlic cloakroom. 
Ecstasy! What arc my agony and indignation ne.xt 
day, when I hear a flying rumour that the Misses 
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Ncidngall have yioocl Miss Sheplicrd in the stocks 
for turning in her toes! 

Miss Sliephcrd being the one pervading tlieine 
and vision of tny life, how do I ever come to break 
with her? I can't conceive. And yet a coolness 
grows between Miss Shepherd and niysclf. Whis- 
pers rctich me of Miss Shepherd having said she 
wished I wouldn’t stare so, and having ttvowed a 
preference for Master Jonc.s — for Jones! a hoy of 
no merit whatever! The gulf between me and Miss 
Shepherd widens. At last, one {lay, I meet the 
Misses Ncttingalls’ establishment out walking. 
Miss Shepherd makes a face as she goes by, and 
laughs to her companion. All is over. The devo- 
tion of a life — it seems a life, it is all the same — 
is at an end : Miss Shepherd comes out of the morn- 
ing service, and the Royal Family know her no 
more. 

Dickens 


She left him, and the moonlight night seemed 
to blacken. But within his young breast all was 
light, new light. Me leaned opposite her window 
in an Elysian reverie, and let the hours go bv. He 
seemed to have vegetated till then, and lol true 
life had dawned. He thought he should love to 
die for her ; and, when he was calmer, he felt he 
was to live for her, and welcomed his destiny with 
rapture. He passed the rest of the Oxford term in 
a soft ecstasy; . . . and counted the days glide by 
and the happy time draw near, wdien he should 
be four months in the same town with his cndiant- 
ress. Tliis one did not trouble the doctors; he 
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glowed with a steady fire; no heats and chills, and 
sad misgivings: for one thing, he was not a woman, 
a being tied to that stake. Suspense, and compelled 
to wait and wait for others’ acdons, To him, life’s 
path seemed paved with roses, and himself to 
march in eternal sunshine, buoyed by perfumed 
wings. 

Charles Readc 


Arthur had laid his hand on the soft arm that 
was nearest to him, and was stooping towards 
Hetty with a look of co.ixing enueaty. Hetty 
lifted her long dewy eyelashes, and met the eyes 
that Avcrc bent towards her with a sweet, timid, 
beseeching look. What a space of time those three 
moments were, while their eyes met and his arm 
touched her! Love is such a simple thing when 
we have only onc-and-twenty summers and a stvect 
girl of seventeen trembles under our glance, as if 
she were a bud first opening her heart with tvon- 
dcring rapture to the morning. Sudi young unfur- 
rowed souls roll to meet each other like two velvet 
peaches tliat touch softly and are at rest; they 
mingle as easily as two brooklets that ask for 
notlung but to entwine themselves and ripple witli 
ever-interlacing curves in the leafiest Itiding-placcs. 
Wltile Artlmr gazed into Hetty’s dark beseeching 
eyes, it made no difference to liim what sort of 
English she spoke ; and even if hoops and powder 
had been in fashion, he would very likely not have 
been sensible just then that Hetty wanted tliosc 
signs of high breeding. 

George Eliot 
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Two young, fair lovers, 

Wlicre tlic warm June wind. 
Fresh from the summer fields, 
Plays fondly round them, 
Stand, tranc'd in joy. 

With su'cct, join'd voices. 

And with eyes brimming — 

'* Ah," they cry, “ Destiny 
Prolong the present I 
Time! stand still here! ’’ 

The prompt stern Goddess 
Shakes her head, frowning. 
Time gives his hour-glass 
Its due reversal. 

Their hour is gone. 

Mattlicu' Ariiohi 


Bright thro’ the valley gallops the brooklet: 

Over the clear sky travels tlic cloud; 
Toucli'd by the zephyr, dances the harebell; 

Cuckoo sits somewhere, singing so loud; 
Two little children, seeing and hearing. 

Hand in hand wander, shout, laugh, and 
sing; 

Lo, in their bosoms, wild with tlie marvel. 
Love, like the crocus, is come ere the Spring, 
Young men and women, noble and tender. 
Yearn for each other, faith truly plight, 
Promise to clicrish, comfort, and honour; 
Vow that makes duty one with delight. 
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Oh, hut the glory, found in no .stor)’. 
Radiance of Eden unqucnch’d by the Fall; 
Few may remember, none may reveal it, 
Thif, is the first first-love, the first love of all! 

Coventry Pntmorc 


When these Jocks were yellow as gold, 
When past davs were easily told. 

Well I knew tiie voice of the sea, 

Once he spake ns a friend to me. 
Thunder-roarings carelessly heard. 

Once that poor little hc.art they stirred. 
Why, oh, why? 

Memory, Memory! 

She that I wished to be with was by. 

Sick was I in those misanthrope days 
Of soft caresses, womanly ways ; 

Once that maid on the stairs I met, 

Lip on brow she suddenly set. 

Then flushed up my chiv.alrous blood 
Like Swiss stre.ams in midsummer flood. 
Then, oh, then, 

Imogen, Imogen! 

Hadst thou a lover, whose years were ten. 

Wiliam Cory 


The tide of colour ha.s ebbed from the upper 
.sky. In the West the sea of sunken fire draws 
back; and the stars leap forth, and tremble, and 
rcrirc before die advancing moon, who slips the 
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silver train of cloud from her shoulder, and, with 
her foot upon the pine-tops, surveys licnvcn. 

“ Lucy, did you ever dream of meeting me? ” 
"0 Richnrdi yes; for I remembered you." 

“ Lucy! and did you ttrav that we might meet? " 
“ I didi " 

Young as when she looked ttpon the lovcns in 
Paradise, the fair Immortal journeys ontvard. 
Fronting her, it is itot night but veiled day. Full 
half the sky is flushed. Not darkness: not day: 
but the nuptials of the two. 

“ Mv own! my own for ever! You arc pledged 
to mc^ Wfliisper! ” 

He hears the delicious music. 

*' And you arc mine? ” 

_A .soft beam travels to the fern-covert under the 
pine-wood where tliev -sit. and for answer he has 
her eyes; turned to liim an instant, timidly flut- 
tering over the depths of his, and then downcast; 
for tnrough her eyes her .soul is naked to him. 
“Luc)’! my bride! my life! " 

The night-jar spins his dark monotony on the 
branch of the pine. The .soft beam travels round 
them, and listens to their hearts. Their lips arc 
locked. 

Meredith 


So sweet love seemed that April morn 
When first we kissed beside the thorn, 

So strangely sweet, it was not strange 
We thought that love could never change. 
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Blit I can tell — let initli be told — 

That love ivill change in growing old; 
Though day by day is naught to sec, 

So delicate his motions be. 

And in the end 'twill come to pass 
Quite to forget what once he was. 

Nor even in fancy to recall 
'flic pleasure that was all in all. 

His little sjiring, that sweet we found 
So deep in summer floods is drowned. 

1 wonder, bathed in jov complete. 

How love so young coufd be so sweet. 

Robert Bridges 
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Troij.us. Why tins my Crcssitl that so hard to 
"x'm ? 

Crkssida. Hard to scan scon: but I seas scon, 
my lord, scith the first glance. 

SitAKi:sPEARi: 


/ did but look and love a schilc, 
‘Tsvas but for one half-hour; 
Then to resist 1 had no scill. 

And nose I have no posccr. 

Otway 


iVo scanting of the approaching flame, 
Ssciftly, like sudden death, it came; 

Like travellers, by lightning hilled, 

I burnt the moment J beheld. 

Granatixe 


. . . thus, in the conducting medium of Fantasy, 
flames forth that (ire-development of the universal 
Spiritual Electricity schich, as unfolded betscecn 
man and seaman, see first emphatically denominate 
Love. 


Carlyix 



. . . your brother nnd iny sister no sooner met, 
but tlicy looked ; no sooner looked, but they loved ; 
no sooner loved, but they sighed : no sooner sighed, 
but they asked one another the reason ; no sooner 
knew the reason, but they sought the remedy: and 
in these degrees have they made a pair of stairs to 
marriage, which they whl climb incontinent, or 
else be incontinent before marriage: they are in 
the very wrath of love, and they will together: 
clubs cannot part them. 

Shakespeare 


But by being at the Earl’s house, he came lo 
have a sight of fair Phaelicc, his beautiful daugh- 
ter, tvith whom he was so extremely taken, that 
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noiliing but she could satisfy him. She was indeed 
so fair, that she could not l)c seen without being 
loved. . . , She was indeed from head to foot die 
mirror of all comeliness, an English Phoenix, the 
only supreme fair; of whom it was die general 
opinion, beauty could nowhere but in Phaclicc’s 
face be found in its perfection ; but these perfec- 
tions were so many daggers, sticking poor Guy to 
the heart; for he imagined those diarming looks 
of hens did unto him dart nothing but disdain; and 
that which his eyes looked on with delight, did 
nothing else but till his heart with pain. 

Anon. 


TItishc. Ne’er be asltam'd : Love, like the Small 
pox, since it must be, is best had while we arc 


ls 3 >c]la. He Knecl’d by me one day at Mass, 
and look’d and said, and sigh’d, die kindest 
tilings] He seem’d surpris’d ivith me, as I was 
Charm’d widi him. 

DcUnmirc. Damn’d wheadling Rogue 1 And 
all diis at first sight I warrant. 

Isabella. We never met, but dien. . . . 


Sedley 


Torn. . . . Ahl too well I remember when, and 
how, and on what occasion I was first surprised. 
It was on die ist of April, 1715, I came into Mr. 
Sealand’s service; I w-as then, a hobbledehoy, and 
you a pretty little tight girl, a favourite handmaid 
of the housekeeper. At that time we neither of 
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us knew what was in us. I remember I was ordered 
to get out of the window, one pair of .stairs, to rub 
the sashes clean; Uic person employed on the in- 
nersidc was your charming self, whom 1 had never 
seen before. 

PliilUs. I think 1 remember the silly accident. 
What made ye, you oaf, ready to fall down into 
the street? 

Tom. You know not, I warrant you — you could 
not guess what surprised me. You took no delight 
when you immediately grew wanton in your con- 
quest, and put your lips close, and breamed upon 
the glass, and when my lips approached, a dirty 
cloth you rubbed against my lace, and hid your 
beauteous form! When I drew near, you spit, and 
rubbed, and smiled at my undoing. 

Steele 


Blessed as di’ immortal Gods is he. 

The Youth who fondly sits by thee; 
And hears and sees thee, all die while. 
Softly speak and sweedy smile! 

’Twas this deprived my soul of rest, 
And raised such tumults in my breast; 
For, wliilc I gazed, in transport tossed, 
My breath was gone I my voice was lost 1 

My bosom glowed! Tlie subde flame 
Ran quickly through my vital frame! 
O’er my dim eyes a darkness hung! 

My cars, with hollow murmurs rung! 
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In dewy damps, my limbs were chilled! 
My blood with gentle horrors thrilled! 

My feeble pulse forgot to play; 

I fainted, sunk, and died away! 

Ambrose Philips 


Mrs.SuUeu. Ha! ha! ha! my dear sister, let me 
embrace thee! Now we arc friends indeed; for I 
shall have a secret of vours ns a pledge for mine — 
now you’ll be good (or something, I shall have 
yoti conversable in the subjects of the sex. 

Dorinda. But do you think I am so weak as to 
fall in love with a fellow at first sight? 

Mrs. Sullen. Psha! now you spoil all; why 
slioiild not we be as free in our friendships as the 
men? I warrant you, the gentleman has got to his 
confidant already, has avowed his passion, toasted 
yotir health, called you ten thousand angels, has 
run over your lips, eyes, neck, shape, air and every- 
thing, in a description tliat warms their rturth to 
a second enjoyment. 

Dorinda. Your hand, sister, I an’t well. 

Mrs. Sullen. So — she’s breeding already — come, 
child, up with it — hem a little — so — now tell me, 
don’t you like the gentleman that we saw at church 
just now? 

Dorinda. The man’s well enough. 

Mrs. Stdlcn. Well enough I is he not a demigod, 
a Narcissus, a star, the man i’ the moon? 

Dorinda. O sister. I’m extremely ill! 

Mrs. Sullen. Shall I send to your mother, diild, 
for a little of her cephalic plaster to put to the soles 
of your feet, or shall I send to the gentleman for 
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something for you? Come, unlace your stays, 
tinbosom yourself. The man is perfectly a pretty 
fellow; 1 saw him when we first came into the 
church. 

Doritida. I saw him, too, sister, and with an 
■air that shone, methought, like rays about his 
person. 

Mrs. Sullen. Well said, up with it ! 

Dbrinda. No forward coc^uettc behaviour, no 
nir.s to .set him ofi', no studied looks nor artful 
posture — but Nature did it all 

Mrs. Sullen. Better and better! — one touch 
more — come ! 

Darinda. But then his looks— did you observe 
lus eyes? 

Mrs. Sullen. Yes, ye,s, I did. His cye.s, well, 
what of his eyes? 

Dorinda. Sprightly, hut not wandering; they 
seemed to view, hut never gazed on anytlung but 
me. And then liis looks so humble tverc, and yet 
so noble, that they aimed to tell me tliat he could 
witli pride die at my feet, tliough he scorned 
slavery anywhere else. 

Mrs. Sullen. The phy.sic works purely! How d’ye 
find yourself now, my dear? 

Dorinda. Hem! Much better, my dear. 

Farqnhar 


Yes, it was this mighty passion that now raged 
in the heart of Ferdinand Armine, as, pale and 
trembling, he withdrew a few paces from the over- 
whelming spectacle, and leant agtiinst a tree in a 
chaos of emotion, ^^^ 1 ar Itad he seen? What 
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ravibhing ^’ision had risen upon his sight? What 
did he feel? What wild, what delicious, what mad- 
dening impulse now pervaded his frame? A storm 
seemed raging in his soul, a mighty wind dispel- 
ling iit its course the stillcn clouds and vapours of 
long years. Silent he was indeed, for he was speech- 
less; ihotigh the big drop that quivered on his 
brow and the slight foam that played upon his lips 
proved the difficult triumph of passion over expres- 
sion. But, as the wind clears the heaven, passion 
eventually trnnquiliscs the soul. Tlic tumult of 
his mir.d grrr’ :-'!" -d'ridcd; the flitting memories, 
the r that for a moment had 

coursed about in such wild order, vanished and 
melted away, and a feeling of bright serenity suc- 
ceeded, a sense of beauty and of joy, and of hover- 
ing and circumambient happiness. 

He advanced, he gazed again, the lady was still 
there. 

Disraeli 


So home 1 went, but could not sleep for joy, 
Reading her perfect features in the gloom. 
Kissing the rose she gave me o’er and o’er. 
And shaping faitliful record of the glance 
That graced the giving — such a noise of life 
Swarm'd in die golden present, such a voice 
Call'd to me from the years to come, and such 
A length of bright horizon rimm’d the dark. . . 

Love at first sight, first-born, and heir to all. 
Made this night thus. Hencefonvard squall 
nor storm 
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Could keep me from that Eden where she 
dtvcit. 

Light pretexts drew me: sometimes a Dutch 
love 

For tulips ; then for roses, moss or musk, 

To grace my city rooms; or fruits and cream 

Served in the tveeping elm; and more and 
more 

A word could bring tlie colour to my check ; 

A thought w'ould fill my happy eyes with dew; 

Love trebled life tntliin me, and witli cadi 

The year increased. 

Tennyson 


WQicn I saw Cordelia Gilchrist the whole pano- 
rama of my life diangcd, and I fell in love trith 
her in that intense tvay which is almost like pos- 
session. It was not because of her beauty, for, save 
a tall and graceful figure, perfect hands and feet, 
and large deep blue or rather violet-coloured Irish 
eyes, she had no beauty properly so-called. But 
she had that irresistible fasdnation wliich is more 
than mere loveliness of feature. To sec her was 
to love her;, to love her was more than a liberal 
education — it was to toudi tlic sublimest moral 
heights. 

Mrs. Lynn Lynton 


Sometimes I think love is the darkest mystery of 
life: mere desire will not explain it, nor tvill the 
passions or the affections. You pass years amidst 
crowds, and know naught of it; then all at once 
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vovj meet a •;tranger’s eves, and never arc you free. 
'Hint is love. Who shall say whence it comes? It 
is a holt from the gods that descends from heaven 
and strikes us down into hell. We can do nothing. 

Ottida 


She looked at him again, with some maidcnliood 
opening in her eyes. He felt he could not move, 
neither towards her nor away from her. Some- 
thing almiit her presence hurt liim, till he was al- 
most rigid before her. . . . 

And she went. Brangwen stood dimmed by her 
departure. . . . He could not think of anything. 
He felt that he had made some invisible connec- 
tion with the strange woman. 

A daze had come over his mind, he had another 
centre of consciousness. In his breast, or in his 
bowcl.t, somewhere iit his body, tlicrc had started 
another acu\-ity. It was as if a strong light were 
burning there, and he was blind witiun it, unable 
to know anything, except that tin’s transfiguration 
burned between him and her. connecting tlicm, like 
a secret power. 

D. H. Lawrence 


Aloysia. You know the way you meet thou- 
sands of people and they mean nothing to you 
sexually: you wouldn’t touch one of them with a 
barge pole. Then all of a sudden you pick out 
one, and you feel sexy all over. If he’s not nice 
you feel ashamed of yourself and run away. But 
if he is nice, you say " That’s the man for me.” 
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.You have liacl tlint experience yourself, haven’t 
you ? 

Sir Arthur. Quite. The moment I saw Lady 
Chavenclcr I said “ That’s the woman for me.” 

Ahysia. Well, the moment I laid eyes on David 
I went .all over like that. Yon can’t deny he is a 
nice boy in spite of his awful language. So I 
said 

Sir Arthur. ” David's the man for me "? 

Aloysia. No. I said "Evolution is telling me 
to marry this youth.” That feeling is the only 
guide I iiave to the evolutionary appetite. 

Bernard Shaw 



LOVE LIES DREAMING 



Weary vAth toil, I haste vie to niy bed, 

The dear repose for limbs tvilh travel tired; 
But then bcgiits a journey in my head 

To v.'ork my mind, rehen body’s work’s 
expired : 

Tor then my thoughts, far from where I abide, 
Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee. . . . 

StiAKrsPEAnc 


/Is / lay sleeping, 

In dreams fleeting, 
Ever my sweeting 
Is in my mmd. 

Anon. 


Come to me in my dreams, and then 
By day / shall be well again; 

For then the night will more than pay 
The hopeless longing of the day. 

Matthew Arnold 


O dream how sweet, too sweet, too bitter sweet. 
Whose wakening should have been in Paradise, 

Christina Rossetti 




Unstable cireamc, accordyng to the place, 

Be stedfast ones, or els at least be true. 

By tasted swcicnessc, make me not to rew 
Tile soden losse of thy false fained grace. 

By good respect in such a dangerous ease 
Tlioii brouglucst not her into these tossing 
sca.s, 

But madest my sprite to live my care tcncrcase. 
My body in tempest her delight timbrace. 
The body dead, the .sprite hacl his desire. 
Painlesse^ was ihone, the other in delight. 

W^ty^ then alas did it not kepc it right 
But thus return to leapc in to tlie fire: 

And where it was at wishe, could not remayne? 
Such mockes of dreames do turnc to deadly 
paync.- 
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The EvgUsh iu Imvc 


Or scorn or pit)% on me take, 

I must the true relation make: 

I am tindonc to-night! 

Ixjvc in a subtle dream disguised, 

Hath both my heart and me surprised. 
Whom never yet he durst attempt awake; 
Nor will he tell me for whose sake 

He did me the delight or spite; 

Ihii leaves me to intjuirc. 

In all my wild desire, 

Of Sleep again, who Avas liis aid. 
And Sleep, so guilty and afraid. 

As since he dares not come tvithin my sight, 

Ben Jonson 


Dcare love, for nothing Icssc than thee 
Would I have broke this happy drcanie, 

It was a thcamc 

For reason, much too strong for phantasie, 
I'licrefore thou wakd’st me wisely; yet 
My Dreame thou brok’st not, but continued’st it, 
Tlioii art so truth, that thoughts of thee suffice. 

To make drearaes truths; and fables histories; 
Enter these armes, for since thou thoughtst it best. 
Not to dreame all my dreame, let’s act tlie rest. 

Donne 


I dream'd we both were in a bed 
Of Roses, almost smoiliercd : 

Tlie warmth and sweemes had me there 
Made lovingly familiar; 
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But that I heard thy sweet breath say, 
Faults done by night, will blush hy day : 
1 kist thee (panting), and I call 
Night to tlic Record! that was all. 

But ahl if empty dreames so please, 
Love, give me more such nights as these. 

Herrick 


. . . My dream 
Was full of rapture, sucli as I with all 
My wakening sense would fly to meet. Methought 
I saw a tliousand Cupids slide from heaven. 

And landing here made this their scene of revels, 
Clapping their golden feathers, tvhich kept time 
WHiile tlieir own feet struck music to their dance, 
As dicy had trod and touclied so many lutes; 
This done, within a cloud formed like a throne. 
She to whom Love has consecrate this night, 

My mistress, did descend, and, coming towards me. 
My soul that ever wakes, angry to sec 
My body made a prisoner, and so mock’d. 

Shook off tlie diains of sleep, lest I should lose 
Essential pleasure for a dream. ’Tis happy! 

I wiU not trust myself widi case and silence. 

But walk and wait her coming that must bless me. 

Shirley 


Seal up her eyes, O sleep, but flow 
Mild as her manners, to and fro; 
Slide soft into her, that yet she 
May receive no wound from thee. 
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And ye jirtsent her thoughts, O dreams, 
Witli hushing winds and purling streams, 
While hovering silence sits without. 
Careful to keep disturbance out. 

William Cartxcright 


How oft in vain had Love's great God essay’d. 
To take the stulthorn heart of that bright 
Maid! 

Yet spite of all the Pride that swells her Mind, 
The humble God of Sleep can make her kind; 
A rising Blush increas’d the Native Store 
Of Charms that but too fatal were before. 
Once more present the Vision to my view. 

The sweet Illusion, gentle Fate, renew! 

How kind, how lovely she; how ravisht I! 
Shew me, blest God of Sleep, and let me die. 

Roscommon 


Hippolita. No, I have done no ill; but I have 
paid it with thinking. 

Mrs. Caution. O that’s no hurt! to think, is no 
hurt — the ancient, grave, and godly, cannot help 
thoughu. 

Hippolita. I warrant, you have had ’em your- 
self, aunt? 

Mrs. Caution. Yes, yes, when I cannot sleep. 

Hippolita. Ha! ha! I believe it. But know, I 
have had those thoughts sleeping and waking; for 
I have dreamt of a man. 

Mrs. Caution. No matter, no matter, so that it 
was but a dream : I have dreamt myself. For you 
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must know, widows are mightily given to dreams: 
insomuch that a dream is waggishly called “ the 
Widow’s Comfort.” 

Hippolita. But I did not only dream (s/g/is. 

Mrs. Caution. Mow, liowl did you more titan 
dream? Speak, young harlotry! confess; did vou 
more than dream? How could van do more than 
dream in this house? Spe.nk, confess! 

Hippolita. Well, I will then. Indeed, aunt, I 
did not only dream, hut I was pleased with my 
dream when I awaked. 

Mrs. Caution. Oh, is that all? N.ay, if a dream 
only will please you, you are a modest young 
woman still: httt have a care of a vision. 

Hippolita. yVy; but to be delighted when we 
wake with a naughty dream, is a sm, aunt; and I 
am so very scrupulous, that I wotild as soon con- 
sent to a naughty man as to a naughty dream. 

Mrs. Caution. I do believe you. 

Wycherley 


Ben. . . . For my part, I mean to toss a can, 
and remember my .sweetheart, afore I turn in, 
mayliap I may dream of her. 

Mrs. Foresight. Mr. Scandal, you had best go 
to bed and dream too. 

Scandal. Why, faith, I have a good lively 
imagination; and can dream as mucli to the pur- 
pose as another, if I set about it; but dreaming is 
die poor retreat of a lazy, hopeless, and imperfect 
lover; 'tis the last glimpse of love to worn-out 
sinners, and the faint d.awning of a bliss to wi.shing 
girls and growing boys. 
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There’s noiigljt but ivJDing, wnking Jove dial 
can 

Make best the ripened maid and finished man. 

Congret'e 


Wlien 1 dream that you love me, you'll surely 
forgive : 

Extend not your anger to .deep ; 

For in visions alone your affeaion can live — 

I rise, and it leaves me to weep. 

Then, Morpheus ! envelope my faculties fast. 

Shed o’er me your languor benign; 

Should the dream of lo-night but resemble the last, 
What rapture celestial is mine! 

They tell us that slumber, the sister of death, 
Mortality’s emblem is given : 

To fate how I long to resign my frail breath. 

If tliis be a foretaste of heaven ! 

All I frown not, sweet lady, unbend your soft brow. 
Nor deem me too happy in this ; 

If I sin in my dream, I atone for it now, 

Tlius doom’d but to gaze upon bliss. 

Though in visions, sweet lady, perhaps you may 
smile. 

Oh, think not my penance deficient! 

When dreams of your presence my slumbers 
beguile. 

To awake will be torture sufficient. 


Byron 



L.OVC Lies Drcinntug 


The image, of Edith Millhank was the last 
ilioimlu of Coningsby, as he sank into an agitated 
slumhcr. To him had hitherto in general been 
accorded the precious boon of dreamless sleep. 
Homer tells us these phantasms come from Jove; 
diey arc rather the cliildrcn of a distracted soul. 
Coningsby lived tin's night much in past years, 
varied by painful perplexities of the present, wliich 
he could neither subdue nor comprehend. The 
scene flitted from Eton to tlie castle of his grand- 
fadicr; and then he found himself among die pic- 
tures of die Rue de Tronchet, but their owner bore 
die features of the senior Millbank. A beautiful 
countenance that was alternately the face of the 
mysterious picture, and dien " that of Edith, 
haunted him under all the circumstances. He woke 
litdc refreshed; restless, and yet sensible of some 
secret joy. 

He woke to think of her of whom he had 
dreamed. The light had daivncd on his souL 
Coningsby loved. 

Disraeli 


When in my dreams thy lovely face 
Smiles widi unwonted tender grace, 
Grudge not the precious seldom cheer; 
I know full well, my lady dear. 

It is no boon of thine! 

In thy sweet sanctu’ry of sleep. 

If my sad sprite should kneeling weep, 
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HufTcr its speechless worship there; 
Thoii know’si full well, iny lady fair, 
It is HO fault of mine! 

Frances Aune Kemble 


Last nit;ht 1 saw you iu my sleep: 

And'liow your charm of tace was changed! 

I asked “ Some love, some faitli you keep? ’’ 
You anstvered “ Faith gone, love estranged.” 
Whereat I woke — a two fold bliss; 

Waking was one, but next there came 
'riiis other; “ 'riiaugh I felt, for thi.s, 

My heart break, 1 loved on the same.” 

Brovcjting 


lire Flower unfolds its dawning cup. 

And the young sun drinks the star-dews up. 
At eve it droops with bliss of day. 

And dreams in the midnight far away. 

So am I in thy sole, sweet glance 
Pressed with a weight of utterance; 
Lonngly all my leaves unfold. 

And gleam to the beam of thirsty gold. 

At eve I droop, for then the swell 
Of feeling falters forth farewell ; — 

At midnight I am dreaming deep. 

Of what has been, in blissful sleep. 

When — ah ! when will love’s own light 
Wed me alike thro’ day and night, 
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When will the stars wiflt their linking charms 
Wake us in each other’s arms? 

Meredith 


Here — where last night she came, even she, for 
whom 

I would so gladly live or lie down dead, 

Came in tlic likeness of a dream and said 

Some v/ords that titrillcd this desolate ghost- 
thronged room — 

I sit alone now in the absolute gloom. 

Ah, surely on her breast was leaned my 
head. 

All, surely on my mouth her kiss was shed. 

While all my life broke into scent and bloom. 

Give thanks, heart, for thy rootless flower of 
bliss. 

Nor think the gods severe thougli thus they 
seem. 

Though thou hast much to be:u' and much to 
miss, 

Whilst thou thy nights and days to be canst 
deem 

One thing, and iliat tiling veritably this — 

The imperishable memory of a dream. 

Philip Bourke Marston 

Beneath the loveliest dream there coils a fear; 

Last night came she whose eyes are memories 
now; 

Her far-off gaze seemed all forgetful how 

Love dimmed tliem once, so calm they shone 
and clear. 


G 
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" Sorrow,” 1 s.iul, “ has made me old, my dear; 
'Tis I indeed, but grief, can change the brow: 
beneath my load a seraph's neck might bow, 
Vigils like mine would blanch an angel’s hair.” 
Oh, then I saw, I saw the sweet lips move! 

I saw the love-mists thickening in her eyes — 

I heard a sound as if a murmuring dove 
Felt lonely in the groves of Paradise: 

But when upon my neck she fell, my love. 
Her hair smelt sweet of whin and woodland 
spice. 

Watls-Duuion 


Lying a.slcep between the strokes of night 
I saw my love lean over my sad bed, 

Pale as the duskiest lily's leaf or head, 
Smooth-skinned and dark, witlt bare throat made 
to bite. 

Too wan for kissing and too warm for white. 

But perfect-coloured without white or red. 

And her lips opened amorously, and said — 

I wist not what, saving one word— -Delight. 

And all her face was honey to my mouui. 

And all her body pasture to mine eyes; 

The long lithe arms and hotter hands than 
fire. 

The quivering fltinks, hair smelling of the soutlt. 
The bright light feet, the splen^d supple thighs 
And glittering eyelids of my soul’s desire. 

Swinburne. 
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I told her when I left one day 
That whatsoever weight. of care 
hKght strain our love. Time’s mere assault 
Would work no cliangcs there. 

And in the night she came to me, 
Toothless, and wan, and old, 

Widi leaden concaves round her eyes, 

And wrinkles manifold. 

I trembling exclaimed to her, 

" O wherefore do you ghost me thus ! 

I have said that dull defacing Time 
Will bring no dreads to us.” 

“ And is that uue of yon? ” she cried 
In voice of troubled tune. 

I faltered : “ Well ... I did not tltink 
You would test me quite so soon! ” 

She vanished «ich a curious smile, 

Which told me, plainlier than by word. 
That my stauncli pledge could scarce 
beguile 

The fear she had averred. 

Her doubts then wrought their shape in 
me. 

And when next day I paid 
My due caress, we seemed to be 
Divided by some shade. 

Hardy 



THE HE AND SHE 


THE 


HE 



1 would sec how love, by the power of hh 
object, could work inwardly alike, in a choleric 
man and a sanguine, in a melancholic and a phleg- 
matic, in a fool and a wise man, in a clown and a 
courtier, in a valiant man and a coward. . . . And, 
then, I to have a book made of all this, which I 
would call the " Book of Humours,” and every 
night read a little piece ere 1 slept, and laugh at it.” 

Ben Jonson 

l{’«r or foolish before, we arc all equally foolish 
in love; the same froward, petulant, captious 
babies I 

RiaiARDSON 

Nothing strikes me so forcibly with a sense of 
the ridietdous as love. A man in love I do think 
cuts the sorriest figure in the world; queer, when 
I know a poor fool to be really in pain about it, I 
could burst out laughing in Ins face. 

Keats 

It is best to love wisely, no doubt: but to love 
foolishly is better than not to be able to love at 
all. Some of us can’t: and arc proud of our im- 
potence too. 

Thackeray 

Why, I knew a young man once who got hold 
of his mistresfs skates and slept with them for a 
fortnight and cried when he had to ghe them up. 

Samuel Butler 




I serve, I bowe, I lokc, I loute, 

Min eye fohvcth her aboutc. 

What she wolle so woll I, 

WTian she woll sit, I knclc by. 

And when she stant, tlian woll I stondc. 
And when she taketh her work on honde 
Of weving or of cmbroudcric. 

Than can I nought but muse and pric 
Upon her fingers longc and smale. 

Gower 


Now sir, Cutbert of Kendall was of another 
mind, for no meat pleased him so well as mutton, 
such as was laced in a red petticoat. 

Thomas Deloney 
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Hearken me, I do yon tell, 

In such wondrous woe I dtrcll, 

There is no fire so liot in Hell 
As for a man 

Thai loveth dear and dare not tell 
Whom it is on. 

I tvoiild I were a thi.silccock, 

A huntinp; or a laverock, 

Sweet bird 1 

llctwecn her kirtic and her smock 
1 would he heard! 

Anon. 


Comming to kissc her lyps (sudi grace I found). 
Me seemed, I smelt a gardln of sweet flowre.s, 
That dainty odour.s from them threw around. 

For damr.cfs fit to dcckc their lovers bowres. 

Her lips did smell lyke unto Gillyflowers; 

Her ruddy dtcckc.s, lyke unto Roses red ; 

Her snowy browes, like budded Bcllamourcs; 

Her lovely eyes, like Pincks but newly spred; 

Her goodly bosome, lyke a Strawberry bed; 

Her neck, lyke to a boundi of Cullambyncs ; 

Her breast, lyke Lillycs, ere tlicyr leaves be shed; 
Her nipples, lyke yong blossomed Jessemynes; 
Such fraCTant flowers doe give such odorous 
smell ; 

But her .sweet odour did them all CNxell. 

Spenser 
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I, with whose colours Myra dressed her head, 

I, that ware posies of her own hand-making, 
I, that mine own name in the chimneys read 
]^y Myra finely wrought ere I was waking; 
Must I look on, in hope time coming may 
With change bring hack my turn again to 
play? 


I, that on Sunday at the church-stile found 

A garland sweet, with true-love knots in flotvers. 
Which I to wear above mine arm was bound. 

That each of us might know that all was ours; 
Must I now lead an idle life in wishes. 

And follow Cupid for his loaves and fishes? 


I, that did wear the ring her motlier left, 

I, for whose love she gloried to be blamed, 
r, with whose eyes her eyes committed theft, 

I, who did make her blush when I was named ; 
Must I lose ring, flowers, blush, theft, and go 
naked, 

Watching with sighs, till dead love be awaked? 


I, that, when drowsy Argus fell asleep, 

Like jealousy o’erwatched with desire. 

Was ever warned modesty to keep 

While her breath, speaking, kindled Nature’s 
fire; 

Must I look on a-cold, while others warm them? 
Do Vulcan’s brothers in such fine nets arm 
them? 
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Was it for this that 1 might M)Ta see 
Washing the water, with her beauties, white? 
Yet tsould she never write her Jove to me. 

Thinks wit of change, wliilc thoughts .arc in 
delight? 

^^a<l girls must safely Jove, as tliey mav leave 
No man can print a l<iss; lines may deceive. 

Fiilkc Grcville 


Birou. And I, forsooth, in love! I, that have 
Ijccn love’s whip; 

A very beadle to a humorous sigh ; 

A critic, nay, a night-watch constable; 

A domineering pedant o’er tlic boy. 

Than whom no mortal so magnificent! 

This wimpled, whining, purblind, wayward 
boy; 

This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid; 
Regent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms. 
The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 
Liege of all loiterers and malcontents, 

Dread prince of plackets, king of codpieces. 
Sole imperator and great general 
Of trotung ’p.iritors: O my little heart! 

And I to be a corporal of his field. 

And wear his colours like a tumbler’s hoop! 
What, I! I love! I sue! I seek a wife! 

A woman that is like a German clock, 

Sdll a-repairing, ever out of frame, 

And never going aright, being a watch. 

But being watdi’d that it may still go right! 
Nay, to be perjured, wliidi is worst of all; 
And, among tlircc, to love the worst of all ; 
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A wigliily wanton with ;t velvet brow, 

With two pitch-balls sttick in her face for eyes; 
Ay, and by heavens, one that will do the deed 
Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard ; 
And 1 to sigh for her! to watch for her! 

To pray for lierl Go to; it is a plague 
That Cupid will impose for my neglect 
Of his alniighty dreadful little might. 

'\\'ell, I will love, UTitc, sigh, pray, sue and 
groan : 

Some men must love my lady and some Joan. 

Shakespeare 


He praised, he praied, he desired and besought 
her to pittie liim that perishi for her. From uii-s 
his intranced mistaking c.\tasic could no man 
remove him. Who loveth resolutely, will include 
every thing under the name of liis love. From 
prose hee would leape into verse and tvith these or 
such like rimes assault her. 

If I must die, O let me choose my death, 

Suckc out my soulc with kisses cruell maide. 

In thy breasts christall bals cnbalme my breath. 
Dole it all out in sighs when I am laide. 

Tliy lips on mine like cupping glasses claspe. 

Let our tongs meet and strive as they would 
sting, 

Crush out my windc with one strait girting 
graspc. 

Stabs on my heart keepe dme whilcst thou 
doest sing. 
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Thy eyes lyke scaring irons Inirne out mine, 

In tlty fairc tresses siifle me outright, 

Like Circes change me to a loathsome swine. 

So I may live for ever in tliy siglit. 

Into heavens joyc^ none can profoundly see, 
KNcept that first they meditate on thee. 

Sadly and verily, if my master snyde true, I 
shotildc if I were a wench make many men quickly 
innnoriall. What ist, what ist for a maidc fayre 
and fresh to spend a little lip-salve on a hungrie 
lover. 

Nashe 


. . . the time’s quickly gone that’s spent in her 
company, the miles short, the way pleasant; all 
weather is good whilst he goes to her house, heat 
or cold; though his teeth chatter in his head, he 
moves not; wet or dry, ’tis all one; wet to the skin, 
he feels it not, cares' not at least for it, but will 
easily endure it and mucli more, because it is done 
with' alacrity, and for his mistress’ sweet sake; let 
the burden be never so heavy, love makes it light. 

. . . None so merry if he may haply enjoy her com- 
pany, he is in heaven for a time; and it he may not, 
dejected in an instant, solitary, silent, he departs 
weeping, lamenting, siglting, complaining. 

Burton 

On quicksedge, wrought witli lovely eglantine. 
My Laura laid her handkerchcr to dry ; 

Which had before snow-white jwvashed been. 

But, after, when she called to mcmor}% 
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That long ’twould be before, and very late, 

Ere sun could do, as would her glist’ring eyes 
She cast from them such sparkling glances 
straight. 

And with such force in such a strangy guise, 
As suddenly, and in one selfsame time,^ 

She dried her cloth; but burnt this heart of 
mine! 

Robert Tofic 


Once did my thoughts both ebb and flow. 
As passion did them move; 

Once did I hope, straight fear again, 

And then I was in love. 

Once did I waking spend the night. 

And told how many minutes move; 

Once did I wishing waste the day, 

And then I was in love. 

Once by ray carr'ing true love’s knot. 

The weeping trees did prove 

That wounds and fears were both our lots, 
And then I was in love. 

Once did I breathe another’s breath, 

And in my mistress move ; 

Once was I not mine own at all. 

And then I was in love. 

Once wore I bracelets made of hair. 

And collars did approve; 

Once were my clothes made out of wax, 
And then I was in love. 
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Once did I sonnet to my saint. 

My soul in numltens move; 

Once did I tell a thousand lies, 

And then 1 was in love. 

Once in niy heart did dangling hang 
A little turtle dove; 

Once, in a word. I was a fool, 

And then 1 was in love. 

Anon. 


Madam, 'us true your beauties move 
Mv heart to a respect; 

Too little to be paid with love. 

Too great for your neglect! 

I neither love; nor yet am free! 

For though die flame, I find. 

Be not intense in the degree; 

'Tis of the purest kind! 

It hide wants of love, but pain I 
Your beauties take my sense; 

And lest you should that prick disdain, 
My thoughts feel th’ influence. 

'Tis not a Passion’s first access. 

Ready to multiply; 

But like Love’s calmest state it is, 
Possessed with victory. 

It is like Love, to Truth reduced ; 

All the false values gone. 

Which were created and induced 
By fond Imagination. 
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'Tis cidicr Fancj', or 'tis Fate, 

To love you more than I! 

I love you at your beauties’ rate; 

Less were an injury ! 

Like unstamped gold, I weigh cacli grace 
So that you may collect 
Th’ intrinsic value of your face 
Safely from my respect! 

And tills respect could merit love; 

Were not so fair a sight 
Payment enough I For who dares move 
Reward for his delight! 

Godolphin 


What a dull fool was I, 

To think so gross a lie, 

As tliat I ever was in love before! 

I have perhaps known one or two 
With whom I was content to be 
At that, which they call “ keeping company." 

But, after all that they could do, 

I still could be widi more ! 

Their absence never made me shed a tear 1 
And I can truly swear. 

That, till my eyes first gazed on you, 

I ne’er beheld that tiling I could adore! 

A world of things must curiously be sought, 
A world of things must be together brought. 
To make up charms which have the power to 
move, 

Through a discerning eye, true love. 
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7'J)ai is a masterpiece, above 
What only loohs and shape can do! 
There must be Wit, and Judgment too! 
Grcauiess of Thought, and Worth, which 
draw 

From the whole World, respect and awe! 

She that would raise a noble love, must find 
Ways to beget a Passion for her mind ! 

She must be tiiat, whidi She, to be would seem; 
For all true love is grounded on esteem. 
Plainness and Trum gain more a generous 
heart 

Than all the crooked sublctics of art. 

She must be (what said I?), She must be 
you 1 

None but yourself that miracle can do! ... 

Buckingham 


Slcepic, my Dear} yes, yes, 1 see 
Morpheus is fall'n in love with thee, 
Morpheus, my worst of rivals, tries 
To draw the Curtains of thine eyes ; 
And fanns tlicm with his wing asleep. 
Makes drowsic love play at bopcep- 
How prettily his feathers blow, 

'fliose flcshte shuttings to and fro 1 
Oh how he makes me Tantalize 
With those fairc Apples of thine eyes! 
Equivocates and cheats me still, 
Opening and shutting at Itis will ; 

Now both now one, the doting god 
Playes witli tliine eyes at even and oddc; 
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^Iy stnmm’ring tongue doubts which it might 
Bid thee good-morrow or good-night; 

So thy eyes twinkle brighter farre, 

Then the bright trembling cv'ning starre; 

So a waxc taper bnnit within 
TJic socket plays at out and in : 

Tims doth Morpheus court thine eye, 
Meaning there all night to lie; 

Cupid and he play hoop-all hid, 

Thy eye 's their bed and cover-lid; 

Fairest, let me thy night-clothes airc. 
Come lie unlace thy stomacher; 

Make me thy maiden-chamber-man. 

Or let me be thy warming-pan ; 

Oh tliat I might but lay my head 
At thy beds I'cct i’ th’ trundle-bed; 

Then in the tnorning e’rc I rose 
I’d kissc tliy pretty petutoes. 

Those smaller feet, with which i’ ih’ day 
My love so neatly trips away; 

Since you I must not wait upon, 

Most modest Lady, I’lc be gone. 

And though I cannot sleep with thee. 

Oh may my dearest dream of me, 

All the night long dream that we move 
To the mam centre of our love ; 

And if I chance to dream of thee, 

Oh, may I dream ctcrnallic : 

Dream diat we freely act and play 
Those posttires wiiich we dream by day. 
Spending our thoughts i’ tit’ best delight 
Chaste dreams allow of in the night. 

Nieholas Hookes 


u 
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1 pa<s all my days in a shady old grove ; 

And I live not die day diat I see not my Love ! 

1 survey every walk, now my Phillis is gone; 

And sigh, when I think we were there all alone! 

O, then ’tis! O, dicn I think there’s no such Hell 
Like loving, like loving too well! 

But each shade, and each conscious bow'r, that I 
find. 

Where I once have been liappy, and she has been 
kind : 

And I see the print left of her shajic on die green, 
And imagine the pleasure may yet conic again ; 

O, then 'tis! O, then I think no joy’s above 
'The plctisurcs, the pleasures of Love! 

While alone to myself, I repeat all her charms; 

She I love, may be locked in anodier man’s arms! 
She may laugh at my cares! and so false she may 
be, 

To say all the kind diings, she before said to me! 
O, then ’ds ! O, then I think diere’s no sucli Hell 
Like loving, like loving too well ! 

But when I consider the truth of her heart. 

Such an innocent Passion! so kind, without art! 

I fear I have wronged her; and hope she may be 
So full of true love, to be jealous of me! 

O, then ’tis ! O, dien I think no joy’s above 
Tlie pleasures, the pleasures of Love! 

Charles II 
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Most Men nre in one sence Platonic Lovers, 
though they are not willing to owe that Character. 
They arc so far Philosophers, as to allow, that the 
greater part of Pleasure licth in the MincT, and in 
pursuance of that Maxim, there arc few who do 
not place the Felicity more in the Opinion of the 
World, of their being prosperous Lovers, than in 
the Blessing it self, how much soever they appear 
to value it. 

Lord Halifa.x 


I will love more than Man e’er loved before me! 

Gaze on her all day ; melt all die night ! 

Till, for her own sake, at last, she'll implore me 
To love her less, to preserve our delight 1 

Since Gods themselves could not ever be loving. 
Men must have breathing recruits for new joys ! 
I Irish mv love could be always improving; 

Thougli eager love, more than sorrotv, destroys ! 

In fair Aurelia’s arms, leave me expiring; 

To be embalmed by the sweets of her breath I 
To the last moment. I’ll soil be desiring! 

Never had Hero so glorious a death ! 

(?) Thomas Betterton 


Estridge. If thou knciv’st once die pleasure of 
such a sprightly Girl as Olivia, the kind quarrels, 
the fondness, the pretty sullenness after a litdc 
absence, wliidi must be charm’d out of it with 
Kisses, and those thousand other Derises diat make 
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n Lover’s happiness; thou wou’dst think all this as 
easic, ns lying a bed in the Country in a wet 
morning. 

Modish. Or, if he con’d see Victoria’s reserv’d- 
ncss a little mollifi’d, and hroiighr to hand with a 
good Supper and the Indies. 

Estrulge. Or Olivia in her morning dress, with 
her Gnittnr, singing to it most enticingly, and then 
as kind in her discour.se, her little breasts swelling 
and pouting out, as if they came half way to he 
Kist. 

Modish. Or the others haughty look melted 
into smile.s, the pretty combat of pritle and pleasure 
in her Face, at some certain times. 

Estridge. My Mistress i.s the very sjjring of 
beauty. " 

Modish. And mine in the Midsommer of per- 
fection, 

Estridge. Mine is 

Wildish. Nay Gentlemen, one at once, and no 
<|uarrcllng I beseech you ; you are happy men both, 
and have Reason to be in love with your sweet 


ni tell her the next time, said I; 
In vain I in vain, for when I try. 
Upon my tim’rous tongue the 
trembling accents die. 

Alasl a thousand, thousand fears 
Still overawe when she appears ; 
My breath is spent in sighs, my 
eyes arc drowned in tears.' 

Granville 
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It is easier for an artful man wlio is not in love, 
to persuade his mistress he has a passion for her, 
and to succeed in his pursuits, than for one who 
loves with the greatest violence. True love has ten 
thousand griefs, impatiences and resentments, that 
render a man unamiahlc in the eyes of the person 
whose affection he solicits: besides that it sinks his 
figure, gives him fears, apprehensions, and poorness 
of spirit, and often makes him appear ridiculous 
where he has a mind to recommend himself. 

Addison 


You ask, my friend! How I can Delia prize; 
When Myra's shape I view, or Cynthia’s eyes? 
No tedious answer shall create you pain; 

For beauty, if hut beauty, I disdain! 

'Tis not a mien, that can my will control ; 

A spcaJdng- body with a silent soul! 

The loveliest face to me not lovely shows, 

From the sweet lips if melting nonsense flows ! 
Nor must the tuneful Chloris be my choice! 

An earthly mind ill suits a heavenly voice ! . . 

Not so mv Delia shall consume her charms ; 
But rise, each morn, more beauteous from my 
arms! 

With envious swiftness, rolling years may move. 
Impair her glories ; not impair my love ! 

Time’s wasteful rage, the Husband shall despise : 
And View' die Wife sdll with the Bridegroom’s 
eyes! . . • 


lOt 
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A vicious love depraves the mind! 

'Tis Anguish, Gtiilt, and Folly joined! 

But Serapliina’s eyes dispense 
A mild and gracious influence ; 

Such ns, in visions, Angels shed. 

Around the heavcu-ilhimined head. 

To love thee, Seraphinal sure. 

Is to he tender, happy, pure! 

'Tis from low Passions to escajic; 

And woo bright Virtue’s fairest shape! 

’Tis ecstasy, with wisdom joined; 

And Heaven infused into the mind! 

James Thomson 


“ Upon my .soul, my dear Billy, I believe the 
chief disadvantage on my .side is my superior fond- 
ness; for love, in the minds of men, hath one 
tjuality, at least, of a fever, which is to prefer cold- 
ness in the object. Confess, dear Will, is there not 
something vastly refreshing in the cool air of a 
prude?” 

Fielding 


O, how could I venture to love one like thee. 

Or thou not despise a poor conquest like me? 

On Lords, thy admirers, could look with disdain; 
And, though I was nothing, yet pity my pain? 

You said, when they teased you with nonsense and 
dress, 

‘‘ When real die Passion, the vanity ’s less ! ” 
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You saw through that silence, which others despise; 
And, while Beaus were prating, read love in my 
eyes I 

O, tvhcrc is the Nymph that, like thee, can ne’er 
cloy ; 

Whose wit can enliven the dull pause of joy? 

And when the sweet transport is all at an end. 
From beautiful Mistress, turn sensible Friend? 

When I see dice, I love thee; hut hearing, adore I 
I wonder, and think you a woman no more! 

Till, mad with admiring, I cannot contain; 

And kissing those lips, find you woman .again! 

In all that I write, I’ll thy judgement require! 

Thy taste shall correct, what thy love did inspire! 
I’ll kiss thee, and press thee, till youth is .all o’er ; 
And then live on Friendship, when Passion ’s no 
more ! 

Alexander Webster, D.D. 


. “ Perhaps, it is not Love,” said I, 

“ That melts my soul when Flavia’s nigh ! 
Wlicrc Wit and Sense like hers agree, 
One may be pleased, and yet be free! 

“ The beaudes of her polished mind, 

It needs no Lover’s eye to find ! 

The Hermit, freezing in his cell, 

Might wish the gentle Flavia well ! 
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“ It is not I^vcl ” averse to hear 
Tlie servile chain that IvOvcrs wear, 

“ Let. let me all my fears remove! 

My fioiibts dispel! Jt is not love! 

“ O, wlicn did Wit so hri^htly shine 
In any Form less fair than tliinc? 

It is— it is love's subtle fire! 

And under friendship lurks desire! " 

Shcnslonc 


Yes, I’m in love! I feel it now; 

And Caclia has undone mcl 
And yet I’ll swear, I can’t tell how 
The pleasing plague stole on me! 

’Tis not her face that love creates ; 

For there no graces revel ! 

'Tis not her shape, for there die Fates 
Have rather been uncivil! 

'Us not her Air; for, sure in that 
There’s nothing more than common; 
And all her sense is only chat. 

Like any other woman ! 

Her voice, her toucli, might give th’ alarm ! 

’Twas both perhaps; or neither! 

In short, ’was that provoking charm 
Of Caelia altogcdicr! 

William Whitehead 
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Would my Delia know, if I love? let her take 
My last uioiiglit at night, and tlic first when I 
wake 

Witli my prayers and best wishes prefened for her 
sake. 


Let her guess, what I muse on 1 when, ramhlinrr 
alone, 

I stride o’er tlic stuhhlc, each day, with my gun ! 
Never ready to shoot, till the covey is flown I 

Let her think, what odd whimsies I have in niy 
brain, 

When I read one page over and over again ; 

And discover, at last, that I read it in vain! 

Let her .say, why so fixed and so steady my look, 
Without ever regarding tlic person who spoke; 
Still affecting the laugh, without hearing the joke! 

Or why, when with pleasure her praisics I hear 
(That sweetest of melody, .sure, to my earl), 

I attend, and at once inattentive appear! 


And lastly, wlien summoned to drink to my Flame, 
Let her guess, why I never once mention her name ; 
Though licrsclf and the woman I love are the 
same! 

Cowper 
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■iVjii say you love; but u'itli a voice 
Chaster than a nun’s, who singeih 
The soft Vespers to herself 

While the chime-hell ringetli — 

O love me truly. 

You say you love; but with a smile 
Cold as sunshine in Septemher, 

As you were Saint Cupid’s nun, 

And kept his weeks of Ember. 

O love me truly. 

You sav YOU love — hut then your lips 
Coral tinted teach no blisses, 

More than cor.al in the sea — 

They never pour for kisses — 

O love me truly! 

You say you love; hut then your hand 
No soft squeeze for squeeze rcturneth, 
It is like a stattic’s dead — 

Wiile mine to passion hurneth — 

O love me truly! 

O breathe a word or two of fircl 

Smile, as if those words should burn me. 
Squeeze as lovers should — O kiss 
And in thy heart inurn me I 
O love me truly. 


io6 
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Tlic earliest wish I ever knew 

Was woman’s kind regard to win ; 

I felt it long ere passion gretv, 

Ere sticli a wish cotdd be a sin. 

And still it lasts; the yearning ache 
No cure has found, no comfort 
known. 

If .she did love, ’twas for my sake, 

She could not love me for her own. 

Hartley Coleridge 


Our hero was neither wearied nor sleepy, for his 
mind was too full of exciting fancies to think of 
the interests of iiis body. . . . The thousand stars 
smiled from their blue pavilions, and the moon 
shed the mild light that makes a lover muse. Frag- 
rance came in airy waves from trees rich witir the 
golden orange, and frotn out the woods there ever 
and anon arose a sound, deep and yet hushed, and 
mystical, and soft. It could not be the wind! 

His heart was fidl, his hopes were sweet, his fate 
pledged on a die. And in this shrine, where all was 
like his love, immaculate and beautiful, he vowed 
a faith which had not been returned. Sucli is the 
madness of love. Sucli is the magic of beauty. 

Music rose upon the air. Some huntsmen were 
practising their horns. The triumphant strain 
elevated his liigh hopes, the tender tone accorded 
witli his emotions. He paced up and down the 
terrace in excited reverie, fed by the music. In 
ima^nation she was with him; she spoke, she 
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smiled, she loved. He gazed upon her hcaming 
countenance: his soul thrilled with tones which 
only she could utter. He pressed her to his throb- 
bing and iiunultuous breast! 

'Jlie music stopped. He fell from his seventh 
heaven. He felt all the exhaustion of his prolonged 
reverie. All was flat, dull, unpromising, 'ilic moon 
seemed dim, the stars were surely fading, die per- 
fume of the trees was faint, die wind of the woods 
ivas a howling demon. Exhausted, dispirited, ay! 
almost desperate, with a darkened soul and stag- 
gering pace, he regained his chamber. 

Disraeli 


Not v.ith my Soul. Love! — bid no Soul like mine 
Lap thee .around nor leave the poor .sense room ! 
Soul, — travel-worn, toil-weary, — would confine 
Along widi Sotd, Soul’s gains from glow and gloom, 
C-aptures from soarings high and divings deep. 
Spoil-laden Soul, how should sudi memories sleep? 
1 akc Sense, too — ^Ict me love entire and whole — 

' Not with my Soul! 

Eyes shall meet eyes and find no eyes between, 

Lips feed on lips, no other lips to fear! 

No past, no future — so thine arms but screen 
The present from surprise! not there, ’ds here — 
Not then, ’us now;— back, memories that intrude! 
Make, Love, the universe our solitude 
And, over all the rest, oblivion roll — 

Sense quenching Soul! 

Brovniug 
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Gentle as Truth, and zealous even as Love — 
Which is the fiercest of all earthly tilings; 
Frank, and yet using caution as a glove 
To guard the skin from foulnesses or stings, — 
Giving the hare hand surely to the true; 

Such ivotild I be. to make me ivorthy you. 

Bitter .sometimes, as wholesome tonics arc; 

Wratliful as Justice in her earnest mood; 
Scornful as Honour is, yet not to bar 
Appreciation of the lowest good; 

Loathing the vile, the cruel, the untrue: 

How should my manhood else he worthy you? 

Say I am subtil, fierce, and bitter-tongued : 

Love is all this, and yet Love is beloved. 

But say not that I wilfully have wrong’d 
Even those whose hate and falsehood I have 
proved. 

Who say this know me not, and never knew 
What I wovdd be, but to be worthy you. 

W. J. Linton 


. . . The pearl he admired was in itself of great 
price and truest purity, but he was not the man 
who, in appreciating the gem, could forget its set- 
ting. Had he seen Paulina with the same youth, 
beauty, and grace, but on foot, alone, unguarded, 
and in simple attire, a dependent worker, a demi- 
grisette, he would have thought her a pretty little 
creature, and would have loved witli his eyes her 
movements and her mien, but it required other 
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ilinn tills to conquer him ;is lie ivns now van- 
(jnishfcl, to bring liitn safe iiiuler dominion as now, 
without loss, and even with gain to his manly 
lionour — One sair that lie was reduced; there was 
.about him all the man of the world; to satisfy him- 
self did not suffice; society must approve — the 
world must admire what he tlid, or lie counted his 
measures false and futile. In his victrix lie required 
all that was here vi.sihlc — the imprint of high cul- 
tivation, the con.secration of a careful and authori- 
tative jirotection, the adjuncts that Fashion decrees, 
Wealth purchases, and Taste adjusts; for diese 
conditions his .spirit .stipulated ere it surrendered; 
they were here to the utmost fulfilled; and now, 
proud, impassioned, yet fearing, he did homage to 
Paulina as his sovereign. 

Charlotte Bronte 


I am in love, meantime, you think ; no doubt you 
would think so. 

I am in love, you say; with those letters, of course, 
you would say so. 

I am in love, you declare. I think not so, yet I 
grant you 

It is a pleasure indeed to converse with this girl. 
Oh, rare gift. 

Rare felicity, thisl she can talk in a rational way, 
can 

Speak upon subjects that really arc matters of mind 
and of thinking. 

Yet in perfection retain her simplicity; never, one 
moment, 
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Never, liowcvcr you urge it, however you tempt her, 
consent,*; to 

Step from idens and fancies and loving sensations 
to dtosc vain 

Conscious understandings that vex the minds of 
mankind. 

No, though she talk, it is music; her fingers desert 
not the keys ; ’tis 

Song, though you hear in the song the articulate 
vocables sounded. 

Syllabled singly and .sweetly the words of melodi- 
ous meaning. 

I am in love, you say: I do not think .so, exactly. 

Clough 


In that tranced hush when sound sank awed to 
rest, 

Ere from her spirit’s rose-red, rose-sweet gate 
Came forth to me her royal word of fate, 

Did she sigh “ Yc.s,” and droop upon my breast; 
Wiile round our raptures, dumb, fixed, unex- 
pressed 

By the seized senses, tlrcrc did fluctuate 
The plaintive surges of our mortal state, 
Tempering the poignant ecstasy too blest. 

Do I wake into;," Pf/. 

Lured by ' 

Dared jo;; , ^ 

Upon our i. 

Nor let tire swortf 
On two who eh.. 
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running their live sap, and the minds companioned, 
and tlie spirits made one by the wholc-naturcd con- 
junction. In sooth, a happy prospect for the sons 
and daughters of Earth, divinely indicating more 
than happiness: the speeding of us, compact of 
tvhat we arc, between the ascetic rocks and the 
sensual whirlpools, to the creation of certain nobler 
races, now vciy' dimly imagined. 

Meredith 


Springrove had long since passed that peculiar 
line which lies across the course of falling in love — 
if, indeed, it may not be c.allcd the initial itself of 
the complete passion — a longing to clicrish; when 
die woman is shifted in a man's mind from the 
region of mere admiradon to the region of warm 
fellowship. At this assumption of her nature, she 
diangcs to him in tone, hue, and exprc.ssion. All 
about the loved one tliai said, " She ” before, says, 
" We ” now. Eyes tliat were to be subdued become 
eyes to be feared for : a brain that was to be probed 
by cynicism becomes a brain tliat is to be tenderly 
assisted; feet that were to be tested in the dance 
become feet that arc not to be distressed; the oncc- 
criudzed accent, manner, and dress, become the 
clients of a special pleader. 

Hardy 


Lady who liold’st on me dominion , 
\Wtnin your spirit’s arms I stay me fast 
Against the fell 

Immitigatc ravening of the gates of hell; 
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And claim my right in you, most hardly won, 
Of chaste fidelity upon the chaste: 

Hold me and hold by me, lest bodt should fall 
(O, in high escalade high companion!) 

Even in the breach of Heaven's assaulted wall. 
Like to a wind-sown sapling grow I from 
The clift, Sweet, of your skyward-jetting soul, — 
Shook by all gusts that sweep it, overcome 
By all its clouds incumbent : O be true 
To your soul, dearest, as my life to you 1 
For if that soil grow sterile, then the whole 
Of me must shrivel, from the topmost shoot 
Of climbing poesy, and my life, killed through. 
Dry down and perish to the foodlcss root, 

Francis Thompson 


Born for woughi else, for nothing else bnt for this, 
To watch the soft blood throbbing in her throat, 

To tliink how comely sweet her body is, 

And learn the poem of her face by rote. 

Born for nought else but to attempt a rhyme 
That shall describe her womanhood aright. 

And make her holy to the end of Time, 

And be my soul’s acquittal in God’s sight. 

Born for nought else but to expressly mark 
The music of her dear delicious ways ; 

Born but to perish meanly in tlic dark. 

Yet born to be the man to sing her praise. 

Born for nought else ; tlicrc is a spirit tells 

My lot’s a King’s, being born for nothing else. 

Masefield 
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Reject me not if I shotik) say to you 
I do forget the sounding of your voice, 

I do forget your eyes, that searching through 
Tlic days jierceive our marriage, and rejoice. 

Rut when ilie anplc-hlossom ™cns wide 
Under ilie pallid moonlight’s fingering, 

I see your blanched face at my breast, and hide 
^^y eyes from duteous work, malingering. 

Ah, then, ujion the bedroom I do draw 
The blind to hide the garden, where the moon 
Enjoys the open blossoms as tlicy straw 
Their beauty for his taking, boon for boon. 

And I do lift my aching arms to you, 

And I do lift mv anguished, avid breast. 

And I do weep for very pain of you. 

And fling myself at the doors of sleep, for rest. 

And I do toss through the troubled night for 
you. 

Dreaming your yielded mouth is given to mine. 
Feeling your strong breast carry me on into 
The .sleep that no dream or derangement can 
undermine. 

D. H. Lawrence 


Like a strain of music, tire effect of Katherine’s 
presence slowly died from the room in which Ralph 
sat alone. Tire music had ceased in the rapture of 
its melody. He strained to catch the faintest lingcr- 
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ing echoes ; for ;i moment the memory hilled him 
into peace; but soon it failed, and he paced the 
room so hungry for the sound to come again that 
he was conscious of no other desire left in life. She 
had gone without speaking: abruptly a chasm had 
been cut in his course, down which the tide of his 
being plunged in disorder ; fell upon rocks ; flung 
itself to destruction. The distress had an effect of 
physical ruin and disaster. He trembled; he was 
white; he felt exhausted, as if by a great physical 
effort. He sank at last into a chair standing op- 
posite her empty one, and marked, mechanically, 
nith his eye upon the clock, how she went farther 
and farther from him, was home now, and now. 
doubtless, again with Rodney. But it was long be- 
fore he could realize these facts; die immense 
tlcsirc for her presence churned his senses into 
foam, into frotli, into a haze of emotion that re- 
moved all facts from his grasp, and gave him a 
strange sense of distance, even from the matcri.al 
shapes of wall and window by wliich he was sur- 
rounded. The prospect of the future, now diat die 
strength of his passion was revealed to him, ap- 
palled liim. 

Virgmra Woolf 
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Titn SHE 



By god, if womvicn liaddc ‘xritrn stories, 

As elerhes hon with-in his oratories. 

They svoldc han •uriten of men more 
xvihUednesse 

Than all the marl: of Adam may redresse 

Chaucer 

. . . Every u'oman is a Science; for he that plods 
upon a seontan all his life long, shall at Icnghtc 
ftndc himself short of his knorvlcdgc of her: for 
they arc horn to take dozen the pride of zvit, and 
ambition of zvisdom, making fools seise in the ad- 
venturing to zein them, wisemen fools in conceit of 
losing their labours, zeitty men stark mad, being 
confounded zeithe their uncertainties. 

Donne 

Hoze many cares perplex the maid zeho lovc.sl 

Cares, U'htch the vacant heart can never knout — 

Hannah More 

But I love you, sir; 

And udien a uioman says she loves a man. 

That man must hear her, though he love her not. 

Mrs Broa\'ning 

To he short, the. passion of an ordinary zuoman 
for a man is nothing else than self-love diverted 
upon another object. She would have the lover a 
woman in everything but the sc.x. 


Addison 



O thou my sorwc and my gladnossc. 
O thou my hclc and my sikcncssc, 

0 thou my wanhopc and my trust, 

0 thou my discsc and all my lust, 

O tliou my welc, O thou my wo, 

O thou my frcndc, O thou my fo, 

0 thou my love, O thou my hate, 

For the mote I be dede algate. 

Thilk ende may I nought afterte, 

And yet with all min liolc hertc. 
While that there lasteth me any breth, 

1 woll the love unto my doth. 

Gower 


As help me god, tvhan that I saugh him go 
After the here, me thoughtc he haddc a pairc 
Of Icgges and of feet so dene and fairc. 
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Me was, 1 trouc, a twcniy winter old, 

Tlint al myn herte I vaf nn-to his hold. 

And I was fourty, if f shal scyc soothe; 

But yet I haddc aUvey a coltcs tooth. 
Gat-toihcd I wa.s, anti that hicnm me wcci; 

I hadde the prentc of .scynt Venus .seel. 

As help me god, f was a lusty oon. 

And fnirc and riche, and yong, and wcl bigoon 
And trewly, as mye housbontles toldc me, 

I had the iteste qtioniam mighte he. 

For certes, I am al Venerien 
In fclingc, and myn herte is Marcicn. 

Venus me yaf my lust, my likerousncssc. 

And Mars yaf me m^' sturdy hardincssc. 

Myn ascendent was laur, and Mars ther-inne. 
Allas! alias! that ever love was sinne! 

I fohved ay mvn inciinacioun 
By vertu of my constelladoun 
That made me I coude noght withdrawe 
My chamhre of Venus from a good felawc. 

Yet have I Martes mark up-on my face. 

And also in another privee place. 

For, god so wis be my salvacioun, 

I nc loved never by no discrccioun. 

But ever flowcdc myn appetyr, 

Al were he short or long, or blak or wbyt; 

1 took no kepe, so. that he lyked me, 

How pore he was, nc cck of what degree. 

Chaucer 


I grieve; and dare not show my discontent! 

I love; and yet am forced to seem to hate! 
I do; yet dare not say, I ever meant! 

122 



The He and the She: The She 

I seem stark mute; but inwardly do prate! 

I am, and not ; I freeze, and yet am 
burned; 

Since from myself, my other self I turned! 

My care is like my shadow in the sun; 

Follows me, flying! flics, when I pursue it! 

Stands and lies by me! do’th what I have done! 

Thus too familiar Care doth make me me it! 

Nor means 1 find, to rid him from my 
breast, 

Till, by the end of things, it be supprest. 

Some gentler Passions slide into my mind ; 

For I am soft, and made of melting snow. 

Or be more cruel. Love! and so be kind : 

Let me, or float, or sink! be high, or low! 

Or let me live with some more sweet 
content ; 

Or die! and so forget what Love e’er 
meant. 

Attr. to Queen Elizabeth 


In the end, bed time comming on, she caused 
her maid in a merriment to pluck oil his hose and 
shooes, and caused him to be laid in his master’s 
best bed, standing in the best Chamber, hung 
round about with very fairc curtaincs. John being 
tlius preferred, thougnt himsclfe a Gentleman, and 
lying soft, after his hard labour and a good supper, 
quidcly fell asleepe. 

About midnight, the Widow being cold on her 
feet, crept into her mans bed to warme them. John 
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feeling one lift up the doatlics, asked who was 
there? O good John it is I (quoth the Widow): 
tlte night is so extreme raid, and luy Chamber 
trallcs so tliiti, tliaf I am like to bee starved in my 
bed, wherefore rather than I would any way baz- 
zard my health, 1 thought it much better to come 
hither and try your cottrtcsic, to have a little room 
beside you. 

John being a kind yongiic man, would not say 
her naVi and so they spend the rest of the night 
both together in one bed. In the morning betime 
she arose up and made her sclfe rcadie, and wild 
her man John to run and fetch her a Hnke with all 
.speedc: for (quoth .slice) I have earnest busincsse 
to doc this morning. Her man did so. Wlticli 
done, .slice made him to earn’ the Linkc before her, 
imiill she came to Saint B.atliolmcwcs Chappell, 
where Sir John the Priest with the Clark and 
Sexton, stood waiung for her. 

When they were come iti, the Priest according 
to his order, came to her, and asked where the 
Bridegroom was? 

(Quoth she) I thought he had been here before 
me. Sir (quoth she) 1 will sit downe and say over 
my Bcadcs, and by that time hce will come. 

John mused at this matter, to sec his Dame 
should so suddenly be married, and he hearing 
nothing thereof before. The Widow rising from 
her prayers, the Priest told her that the Bridegroom 
was not yet come. 

Is it true (quoth the Widow)? I promise you I 
will stay no longer for him, if bee w’crc as good as 
George a Green: and therefore dispatch (quoth 
she) and marry mee to my man John. 
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Why Dame (quoth he) you do but jest. 

I trow Joint (quoth shoe) I jest. not; for so I 
meanc it shall bee, and stand not strangely, but 
.remember that you did promise mce on your faith, 
not to hinder mce when I came to the Church to 
be married, but rather to set it forw.ard : therefore 
set your link aside, and give mce your hand : for 
none but you sh.all be my husband. 

John seeing no remedy, consented, because bee 
saw the matter could not otherwise bee amended; 
and married they were presently. 

Thomas Delaney 


Master Barnes. But tell me, wench, hast thou a 
mindc to marry? 

Mall. This question is too hard for bashfulncs; 
And, father, now ye pose my modcsiic. 

I am a maidc, and when ye askc me thus, 

I like a maide must blush, lookc pale and wan, 
And tlicn lookc pale againc; for we change colour 
As our thoughts change. With true fac’d passion 
Of modest maidenhead I could adornc me. 

And to your question make a sober cursic 
And tvith dose dipt dvilitic be silent ; 

Or else say “ no, forsooth,” or “ I forsooth.” 

If I said " no, forsooth,” I lycd, forsooth ; 

To lye upon mysdfc were deadly sinne. 

Therefore I will speakc truth, and .shame the divell 
Father, when first I heard you name a husband. 

At that same very name my spirits quickened. 
Dispaire before had kild them, they were dead : 
Because it was my hap so long to tarry, 

I was perswaded I .should never marry; 
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And, silting sowing, thus upon ilic ground 
I fell in ir.iuncc of nicdiiaiion ; 

But comming to my selfc, " O Lord,” said I, 

And being angry, father, fartlicr said, 

"Now, by saint Anne, I will not dye a maidc! " 
Good faith, before I came to this ripe groath’ 

I did accuse the labouring time of sloath: 

Me thought the yeere did run but slow about, 
For I thought each vearc ten I was without. 
Being fourctcciie and toward the other ycarc. 
Good Lord, thought I, fthccnc will ncre be hcerc! 
For I have Itcard my mother say that then 
Prittie maidcs were fit for handsome men ; 
Fiftccne past, sixctccnc, and scvcntccnc too, 

\Miat, thought I, will not this husband do? 

Will no man marry me? have men forswornc 
Such beauty and such youth? shall youth be 
wornc. 

As rich men’s gowncs, more with age then use? 
Whv. then I let restrained fansic loose, 

And bad it gaze for pleasure; then love swore me 
To doc what ere my mother did before me ; 

Yet, in good faith, I was very loatli, 

But now it lyes in vou to save my oatli: 

If I shall have a husltand, get him quickly. 

For maidcs that wcarcs corkc -shoocs may step 
awry. 

Henry Porter 


She is ill at ease, and sick till she see him again, 
pectish in the meantime, discontent, heavy, sad; 
and why comes he not? where is he? why breaks 
he promise? why tarries he so long? sure he is not 
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well; sure he hath some mischance; sure he forgets 
himself and me; with infinite such. And then, 
confident again, up she gets, out she looks, listens 
and inquires, hearkens, kens; every man afar off 
is sure lie, every stirring in the street, now he is 
here, iliat’s he, male aurorae, male soli dicit, dc- 
jcratque, etc., the longest day that ever was, so she 
raves, restless and impatient. . . . 

liurlon 


Julia.' ... I am sudden with you : 

We tliat are great women of pleasure use to 
cut off 

These uncertain wishes and unquiet longings, 
And in an instant join the sweet delight 
And the pretty excuse together. Had you been 
in the street. 

Under my chamber-window, even dierc 
I should have courted you, 

Bosola O, you are an excellent lady! 

Webster 


“ Sheep-spirited boy ! Although he had not 
married me. 

He might have proffered kindness in a corner, 
And ne’er have been the worse for’t,” 

Ford 


It is a punishment to love, 

And not to love a punishment doth prove ; 

But of all paines there’s no such paine. 
As ’tis to love and not be lov’d againe. 
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'Jill fixteciic parems we obey, 

Aficr sixtccne men stcalc our hearts aw.-iy : 

Jlovv \vrctchcd arc we women grownc, 
Whc^c wills, whose minds, whose hearts arc 

ne’er our owtie ! ,, 

Lo’iiicy 


Lave is a Passion that hath Friends itt the Garri- 
son, and for that reason must by a Woman be 
kept at such a distance, that she may not be w ithin 
danger of doing the most usual thin^ in the World, 
which is conspiring against her Self: Else the 
humble Gallant, who is only admitted as a Trophy, 
very often becotneth the Conqueror; lie putteth on 
the style of victory, and from tin Admirer groweth 
into a* Master, for so he may be called from the 
moment he is in J’ossession. The first Kcsolutions 
of stopping at good Opinion and Esteem, grow 
weaker by degrees against the Charms of Courtship 
skilfully applvcd. A Lady is apt to think a Man 
speakcdi so much reason whilst he is Commending 
her, that she hath much .ado to believe him in the 
WTong when he is making Love to her. 

Lord Halifax 

Lady Flippant. Methinks you look a little 
yellow on’t, lilr. Dappenvir. I hope you do not 
censure me because you find me passing away a 
night with this fool : — he is not a man to be je.alous 
of, sure. 

Dappenvit. You arc not a lady to be jealous 
of, sure. 

luidy Flippant. No, certainly. But why do vou 
look as if you were jealous tltcn? 
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Dappenoit. I£ 1 had met you in Whetstone’s 
path, with a drunken foot-soldier, I should not have 
been jealous of you. 

Lady Flippant. Fy, fyl now you arc jealous, 
certainly; lor people always, when they grow 
jealous, grow rude: — but I can pardon it since it 
proceeds from love certainly. 

Dappenvit. I am out of all hopes to be rid of 
this eternal old acquaintance : when I jeer her, she 
thinks herself praised'; now I call her a whore in 
plain English she thinks I am jealous. [aside. 

Lady Flippant. Sweet, Mr. Dapperwit, be not 
so censorious (I speak for your sake, not my own), 
for jealouw is a great torment, but my honour 
cannot suffer certainly. 

Dappenoil. No, certainly; but the greatest tor- 
ment I have is — your love. 

Lady Flippant. Alas! sweet Mr. Dapperwit, 
indeed love is a torment: but ’lis a sweet torment; 
but jealousy is a Ihtter torment — I do not go about 
to cure you of the torment of my love. 

Dapperwit. 'Tis a sign so. 

Lady Flippant. Come, come, look up, man; is 
that a rival to contest with you. 

Dapperwit. I will contest with no rival, not 
with my old rival your coachman ; but they have 
heartily my resignation; and, to do you a favour, 
but myself a greater, I will help you to dc the knot 
you are fumbling for now, betwixt your cully here 
and vou. 

Lady Flippant. Go, go, I take that kind of 
jealousy worst of all. to suspect I would be de- 
bauched to beastly matrimony. . . . 

Wycherley 
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ImcU Unite. . . . What hogs men turn, Belinda, 
tdicn they grow weary of women! 

Belinda. And what owls they are, whilst they 
are fond of ’em. 

l..ady Brute. But that tve may forgive well 
enough, hccause they arc so upon our accounts. 

Bainda. We ought to do so, indeed; but 'tis a 
hard matter. I'or when a man is really in love, he 
looks so tjnsulTerahly silly, that tho' a woman lik’d 
him well enough before, she had then much ado 
to endure the sight of him : And this 1 take to be 
the reason why lovers are so generously ill-us’d. 

Lady Brute. Well, I own, now, I’m well enough 
pleased to sec a man look like an ass for me. 

Belinda. Ay, I’m pleased he should look like 
an ass, too; illat is. I’m pleased with myself for 
making him look so. 

Lrtdy Brute. Nay, truly, I think if he’d find 
some other way to c.xprcss his passion, ’twould be 
more to his advantage. 

Belinda. Yes ; for then a woman might like his 
passion and him too. 

Lady Brute. Yet. Belinda, after all, a woman’s 
life would be but a didl business, if it were not for 
men ; and men that can look like asses, too. . . . 

Vanbrugh 


Cynthia. Indeed, madam! Is it possible your 
ladyship could have been so much in love? 

Lad^< Froth. I could not sleep ; I did not sleep 
one wink for three weeks together. 

Cynthia. Prodigious 1 I wonder want of sleep, 
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and so mudi love, and so much wii as your lady- 
ship has, did not turn your brain. 

Lady Froth. O my dear Cynthia, you must not 
rally your friend. But really, as you say, I wonder 
too — but then I had a way; for between you and 
I, I had w'himsies and vapours, hut I gave them 
vent. 

Cynthia. How pray, madam? 

Hady Froth. O I writ, writ abundantly — do you 
never write? 

Cynthia. Write what? 

iMdy Froth. Songs, elegies, satires, encomiums, 
panegyrics, lampoons, plays, or heroic poems. 

Cynthia. O Lord, not I, madam ; I’m content to 
be a courteous reader. 

Lady Froth. O inconsistent! in love, and nor 
write ! 

Congreve 


Tlicre is a third consideration which I would 
likewise recommend to a demurrer and that is tlie 
great danger of her falling in love w'hcn she is 
about threescore, if she cannot satisfy her doubts 
and scruples before that time. Tlicre is a kind of 
latter spring, that sometimes gets into the blood of 
an old woman, and turns her into a very odd sort 
of an animal. 

Addison 


Lucinda. . . . My mother says ’tis indecent for 
me to let my dioughts stray about the person of 
my husband, nay, she say's a maid, rigidly virtuous, 
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iliotipli slic may have been «hcrc her lover was a 
tliousanci times 'should not have made observations 
enough to know him from another man when she 
sees jjim in a third place. 

PiiUlis. That is more than the severity of a nun, 
for not to sec when one may is hardly possible; not 
to see uhen one can’t is very easy. At this rate, 
madam, there arc a great many whom you have 
not seen who 

Lvchula. Mamma says tlie first time you sec 
your husband should be at that instant he is made 
.so. Wiien your father, with the help of the min- 
ister, gives you to him, then you arc to sec him, 
then von arc to observe him and take notice of 
him; because then you arc to obey him. 

Phillis. But docs not my lady remember yon 
are to love as tvell as obey? 

Lucintla. To love is a passion, it is a de.sirc, and 
we mtist have no desires. Oh, I cannot endure the 
reflection ! 

Steele 


What! put off with one denial! 

And not make a second trial 1 
You might see my eyes consenting! 

All about me was relenting! 

Women, obliged to dwell in forms. 
Forgive the Youth who boldly storms 1 

Lovers! when you sigh and languish, 
Wlicn you tell us of your anguish ; 

To the Nymph, you^ll be more plea.sing, 
Wlien those sorrows you arc ceasing! 
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We love to try, how far Men dare ; 

And never wish the foe should spare! 

John Philips 


Mrs. Sullen. Well, sister! 

Dorinda. And well, sister! 

Mrs. Sullen. What’s become of my lord? 

Dorinda. What’s become of his servant? 

Mrs. Sullen. Servant ! he’s a prettier fellow, and 
a finer gentleman by fifty degrees, than his master. 

Dorinda. O my conscience, I fancy you could 
beg that fellow at the gallows-foot! 

Mrs. Sidlcn. O my conscience I could, provided 
I could put a friend of yours in his room. 

Dorinda. You desired me, sister, to leave you, 
when you transgressed the bounds of honour. 

Mrs. Sullen. Thou dear censorious country girl ! 
what dost mean? You can't think of the man widi- 
out the bedfellow, I find. 

Dorinda. I don’t find anything unn.atural in 
that thought: wltilc the mind is conversant with 
flesh and blood, it must conform to the humours 
of the company. 

Mrs. Sullen. How a little love and good com- 
pany improves a woman 1 Why, child, you begin 
to live — you never spoke before. 

Dorinda. Because I was never spoke to. My 
lord has told me that I have more wit and beauty 
than any of my sex; and truly I begin to think the 
man is sincere. 

Mrs. Sullen. You’re in the right, Dorinda; 
pride is dtc life of a woman, and flattery is our daily 
bread; and she’s a fool that won't believe a man 

133 



The English in Love 

{here, a*; imich as she that believes him in anything 
else. lint I’ll lay a guinea that I had finer things 
said to me than you did. 

Dariuda. Done! What did your fellow say to 
ye? 

hirs. Sullen. My fellow took the picture of 
Venus for mine. 

Dorinda. Hut niv lover took me for Venus her- 
self, 

Mrs. Sullen. Common cant! Had my spark 
called me a Venus directly, I should have believed 
him a footman in good earnest. 

Dorinda. But my lover was upon his knees to 
me. 

Mrs. Sullen. And mine was upon his tiptoes to 
me. - 

Dorinda. Mine vowed to die for me. 

Mrs. Sullen. Mine swore to die witli me. 

Dorinda. Mine spoke the softest moving things. 

Mrs. Sullen. Mine had his moving things too. 

Dorinda. Mine kissed my hand ten thousand 
times, 

Mrs. Sullen. Mine has all that pleasure to 
come. 

Dorinda. Mine offered marriage, 

Mrs. Sullen, O Lord! d'ye call that a moving 
thing? 

Dorinda. Tlie sharpest arrow in his quiver, my 
dear sister! Why, my ten thousand pounds may 
lie brooding here tliis seven years, and hatcli 
nothing at last but some ill-natured clown like 
yours. Whereas, if I raarrj' my Lord Aimw'cll, 
ilierc will be title, place, and precedence, die Park, 
the play, and the drawing-room, splendour, equip- 
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age, noise, and nainljcnux. Hey, my Lady Aim- 
well’s screants there: Lights, lights to the stairs I 
My Lady’s Aimwcll’s coach put forward I Stand by, 
make room for her ladyship I Arc not these things 
moving? What! melancholy of a sudden? 

Mrs. Sullen. Happy, happy sister! your angel 
had been watchftd for your happiness, whilst mine 
has slept regardless of his charge. Long smiling 
yc.ars of circling joys for you, but not one hour for 
me! [Weeps. 

Dorinda. Come, my dear, we’ll talk of some- 
thing else. 

Mrs. Sullen. O Dorinda! I own myself a 
woman, full of my sex, a gentle, generous soul, easy 
and jdciding to soft desires; a spacious heart, w'herc 
love and all his train might lodge. And must the 
fair apartment of my breast be made a stable lor 
a brute to lie in? 

Dorinda. Meaning your husband, I suppose? 

Mrs. Sullen. Husbandl no; even Imsband is 
too soft a name for him. But, come, I expect my 
brother here to-night, or to-morrow : he was abroad 
’When my father married me; perhaps he’ll find a 
way to make me easy. 

Dorinda. Will you promise not to make your- 
self easy in the meantime with my lord’s friend? 

Mrs. Sullen. You mistake me, sister. It hap- 
pens with us as among the men, the greatest 
talkers arc the greatest cowards! and there’s a 
reason for it; those spirits evaporate in prattle, 
which might do more mischief if they took another 
course. Tliough, to confess the truth, I do love 
that fellow; and if I met him dressed as he should 
be, and I undressed as I should be — look’ee, sister, 
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1 have no supernniiiral gifts — I can’t swear I could 
resist the temptation; though I can safely promise 
to avoid it; and that’s as much ns the best of us 
can do. 

Farquhur 


. . You may he sure a woman loves a man wlicn 
she uses Ids expressions, tells his stories or imitates 
Jiis manner. Tliis gives a secret delight; for imita- 
tion is a kind of artless flattery, and mightily 
favours the powerful principle of self-love. 

Eustace Budgcll 


Strephon has Fashion, Wit, and Youth; 

With all thing.s else tliat please ; 

He nothing want.s but Love and Truth, 

To ruin me with easel 

But he is flint! and beans the art 
To kindle strong desire; 

His power inflames another's heart. 

Yet he ne’er feels the fire ! 

Alas! it docs my soul perplex, 

Wien I his charms recall. 

To think he should despise the Sex; 

Or, what’s tvorsc, love tliem all! 

My wearied heart, like Noah’s dove. 

In vain may seek for rest I 
Finding no hope to fix my love. 

Returns into my breast! 

Mrs Taylor 
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“ You would not sure, madam,” said Bootli, “ de- 
sire a sacrifice which I must be a villain to make to 
any? ” “ Desire ! ” answered she, " arc there any 
hounds to the desires o£ love? Hate not I been 
sacrificed — hath not my first love been torn from 
my bleeding heart? I claim a prior right. As for 
sacrifices, I can make them too, and wovdd sacri- 
fice the whole world at the least call of my love.” 

Fielding 


It is happy, said Mrs. Neighbourly, for our 
weakly and over affectionate sex, that God has been 
pleased to fix a monitor within us, who struggles 
against our inclinations, who fights against our 
affections, and is, with difficulty, won over to ac- 
quiesce in our dc.sircs, I know not else what might 
become of the most of womankind. 

But then said Mrs. Vindex, arc we not rather 
to he pitied, that, even when our propcn.sitics are 
ts'arramablc, we arc prohibited by custom from giv- 
ing any intimation thereof to the object; while the 
licentious reprobate, man, roves and riots at large, 
and unreproved, beyond the pale over which it is 
treason for us to look? 

Henry Brooke 


Genteel is my Damon, engaging his Air 1 
His face, like the morn, is both ruddy and fair 1 
Soft Love sits enthroned on the beam of his eyes ! 
He’s manly, yet tender 1 He’s fond, and yet wise! 
«37 



The English in Love 

He’s ever goocMnimoiirccl ! He’s generous and 
gay! 

His presence can always tlrive Sorrow away I 
No vanity sways him, no folly is seen ; 

But ojten lus temper, and noble his mien. 

By Hrtuc illumined his actions appear! 

Ilis Passions are calm, and his reason is clear. 

An alTablc sweetness attends on his speech ! 

He is willing to learn, though he’s able to teach 1 

He has promised to love me! His word I’ll 
believe : 

For his heart is too honest to let him deceive! 
Then blame me. ye Fair Ones! if justly ye can; 
Since the picture I've drawn is exactly the Man I 

Queen Charlotlc 


“ I must be loved,” said Sybil, ‘‘ I must see 
The man in terrors who aspires to me; 

At my forbidding frown Ins heart must ache, 
His tongue must falter, and his frame must 
shake : 

And if I grant him at my feet to kneel. 

What trembling, fearful pleasure must he feel ; 
Nay, such the raptures that my smiles inspire. 
That reason's self must for a time retire.” 


“ Alas! for good Josiah," said the dame, 

" These wicked thoughts would fill his soul 
nith shame; 

He kneel and tremble at a thing of dustl 
He cannot, child : ” — the Child replied, “ He 

Crabbe 
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" While, Sirc]ihon! thus you tense one 
To say, What won my heart? 

It cannot, sure, he treason. 

If I the truth impart! 

“ 'Twns not yotir smile, though charming! 
’Twas not your eyes, though bright! 
'Twas not your hloom, though warming! 
Nor beauty’s dazzling light! 

“ ’Twas not your dress, though shining; 
Nor shape, that made me sigh ! 

’Twas not your tongue, combining ; 

For that, I knew — might lie! 

“ No! ’Twas your generous nature, 

Bold, soft, sincere, and gay! 

It shone in every feature. 

And stole my heart away! ” 

A7>ihony Whistler 


"... I was only too ready, too glad, to believe 
all that I was told, all that appeared in that spring- 
time of hope and love. I was very romantic, not 
in the modern fashionable young-lady sense of the 
word, with die mixed ideas of a shepherdess’s hay 
and die paraphernalia of a peeress — love in a cot- 
tage, and a fashionable house in town. No; mine 
was honest, pure, real romanuc love — absurd if you 
will; it Was love nursed by imagination more than 
by hope. I had early, in my secret soul, as perhaps 
you have at this instant in yours, a pattern of per- 
fection — somcdiing chivalrous, noble, something 
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that is no longer to be seen nownclays, the more 
delightful to imagine, the moral sublime and bcau- 
tifnl; more than human, yet with the extreme of 
hnman tenderness. Mine was to be a demigod 
whom 1 could wor.chip. a husband to whom I could 
always Ifwlc tip, with whom I could always sympa- 
thise, and to whom I cotdd devote myself with all 
a woman’s self-devotion. I had then a vast idea— - 
,'is I think you have now, Helen — of self-devotion ; 
. . , hut I cotdd not shape any of my friends into 
a lit object. So tifter my own imagination I made 
one, dwelt upon it, doated on it, and at last threw 
this bright image of my own fancy full upon tlic 
being to whom I thought I was most happily 
destined — destined by duty, chosen by affection. 
The words ‘ I love you ’ once pronounced, I gave 
niv whole heart in return, gave it, sanctified, as I 
fcfr, by religion. I had high religious sentiments; 
a vow once past tiic lips, a link, a single look of 
apjical to Heaven, was as much for me as if pro- 
nounced at the altar, and before thousands to wit- 
ness. Some time was to elapse before the celebra- 
tion of our marriage. Protracted engagements arc 
unwise, yet I should not say so ; this gave me time 
to open niy eyc.s — my bewitched eyes: still, some 
months I passed in a trance of beatification, with 
visions of duties all performed — benevolence uni- 
versal, and gratitude, and liigh success, and croivns 
of laurel for my hero, for he was a military; it all 
joined well in my fancy. All the pictures talc of 
vast heroic deeds were to be his. Liiing, I was to 
live in the radiance of his honour; or dying, to die 
with him, and then to be most blessed. 

Maria Edgeworth 
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I ask no kind return in I^vc! 

No tempting charm to please! 

Far from the heart such gifts remove, 
That sighs for peace and ease! 


Nor ease, nor peace, that heart can know, 
Thar, like the needle true. 

Turns at the touch of Joy, or Woe; 

Bur, turning, trembles too! 


Far as distress the soul c.an wound, 

’Tis pain in each degree! 

’Tis bliss but to a ccrt.ain bound; 

Beyond — is agony! 

Then take this ireach’rous Sense of mine! 

Which dooms me still to smart; 
Which pleasure can to pain refine, 

To pain new pangs impart! 


O, haste to shed the sov’rcign l)alm ! 

My .shattered nerves new-string! 

And for my guest, serenely calm, 

The Nvmph, IndilTerencc, bring! 

Mrs. Grevillc 


Women subjected by ignorance to their sensa- 
tions, and only taught to look for happiness in love, 
refine on sensual feelings, and adopt metaphysical 
notions respeedng that passion, which lead them 
shamefully to neglect the duties of life, and fre- 
ciucntly in the midst of these sublime refinements 
they plump into actual vice. 

Mary WoUstonccrajl 
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Alas, ihc love of women ! it is known 
To be a lovely and a fearful thing: 

For all of theirs upon that die is thrown. 
And if 'tis lost, life hath no more to bring 
To them but mockeries of the past alone. 
And their revenge is as the tiger’s spring, 
Deadly, and quick, and crushing; yet, as real 
Torture is theirs — what they inflict tlicy feel. 

Tlicy arc right : for man to man so oft unjust, 
Is always so to rvomen : one sole bond 
Awaits them, treachery is all their trust: 
Taught to conceal, their bursting hearts 
despond 

Over their idol, till some wealthier lust 
Buys tlicm in marriage — and what rests 
beyond? 

A thankless husband, next a faithless lover, 
Then dressing, nursing, praying, and all’s over. 

Some take a lover, some take drams or prayers. 
Some mind their household, otlicrs dissipa- 
tion; 

Some run away, and but cxdrange their cares. 
Losing the advantage of a virtuous station ; 
Few changes e’er can belter their affairs, 
Tlieirs being an unnatural situation. 

From the dull palace to the dirty hovel ; 

Some play the devil, and then write a novel. 

Byron 


142 



The He and the She: The She 


But oh, the night: oh, hitter-sweet! oh, .sweet: 

0 dark, O moon and stars, O ecstasy 

Of darkness I O great mystery of love, — 

In which absorbed, loss, anguish, treason’s self 
Enlarges rapture, — as a pebble dropt 
In some full wine-cup, over-brims the wine! 
While we two sate together, leaned that night 
So close, my very garments crept and thrilled 
With strange electric life; and both my checks 
Grew red, then pale, with touches from my hair 
In which his breath was; while the golden 
moon 

Was hung before our faces as the badge 
Of some sublime inherited despair, 

Since ever to be seen by only one, — 

A voice said, low and rapid as a sigh. 

Yet breaking, I felt conscious, from a smile, — 
“ Thank God, who made me blind, to make 
me see! 

Shine on, Aurora, dearest light of souls, 

Which rurst for evermore both day and night! 

1 am happy. Browning 


O we will walk tliis world. 

Yoked in all exercise of noble end. 

And so through those dark gates across the 
wild 

That no man knows. Indeed I love thee ; come. 
Yield thvseK up! My hopes and thine are one: 
Accompfish thou thy manhood and thyself; 
Lay thy sweet hands in mine and trust to me. 

T ennyson 
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With -.vliom shall a young lady fall in love but 
tviih the person she sees? She is not supposed to 
lose her heart in a dream, like a Princess in the 
Arabian Nights,” or to plight her young affec- 
tions to the portrait of a gentleman in’ the Exhibi- 
tion. or a sketch in the Illustrated Loudon News. 
You have an instinct within you whicli inclines you 
to attach yourself to some one; you meet Some- 
body: you hear Somebody constantly praised; you 
walk, or ride, or waltz, or talk, or sit in the same 
pew at church with Somebody: you meet again, 
and again, and — " Marriages are made in Heaven.” 
your dear mamma says, pinning your orange- 
flowers wreath on, with her blessed eyes dimmed 
with tears — and there is a wedding breakfast, and 
you take off your white satin and retire to your 
coach-and-four, and vou and he arc a happy pair. 
Or, the affair is broiccn off, and then, poor dear 
tvonndetl heart! tvhy, then you meet Somebody 
Else, and twine your young affections round num- 
ber two. It is your nature to do so. Do j’ou 
suppose it is all tor the man’s sake that you love, 
and not a bit for your own? Do you suppose you 
would drink if vou were not tliirsty, or cat if you 
tvcrc not hungr):? Thackeray 

Once I thought I could adore him. 

Rich or poor, beloved the same; 

Now I hate him, and abhor him— 

Now I loathe his very name — 

Spurn’d at, when I sued for pity — 

Robb’d of peace and virgin fame. 
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If my haired could consume liim, 

Soul and body, heart and brain, 

. If my will had power to doom him 
To cicmity of pain ; 

I Avould strike — and die, confessing 
That I had not lived in vain. 

Oh, if in my bosom lying 
I could work him dcad\y scathe 1 
Oh, if I could clasp him, dying, 

And receive his parting breath — 

In one burst of burning passion 
I would kiss him into death ! 

I would cover with embraces 
Lips that once his love confessed, 

And that false.st of false faces. 

Mad, enraptured, tmrepressed: — 

Tltcn in agony of pity 

I would die upon his breast. 

Charles Mackay 


... as she concluded, her delicate hand came 
sweeping out with a heaven-taught gesture of large 
and sovereign cordiality', that made even the honest 
Mords and the divine tones more eloquent. It was 
too much; the young man, ardent as herself, and 
not, in reality, half so timorous, caught fire; and 
seeing a white, eloquent hand rather near him, 
caught it, and pressed his warm lips on it in mute 
adoration and gratitude. 

At this she was scared and offended. “ Oh ! 
keep that for the Queen! ” cried she, turning 
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scarlet, and tossing her fair head into the air, like 
a startled Mag; and she drew' her hand atvay 
quickly and decidedly, though not roughly. He 
stammered a lowly apolog}-— in the very middle of 
it she .said quietly, " Good-bye. Mr. Hardie,” and 
swept, with a gracious little curtsey, through the 
doorway, leaving him spellbound. 

And so the virginal instinct of self-defence 
carried her off swiftly and cleverly. But none too 
soon, for, on entering the house, that external com- 
po.snrc her two mothers, mesdames Dodd and 
Nature had taught her, fell frotn her like a veil, 
and she fluttered up the stairs to her own room 
with hot checks, and panted there like some wild 
thing that has been gasped at and grazed. She 
felt young Hardic’s lips upon the palm of her hand 
plainly; they seemed to linger tlicre still; it was 
like light but live velvet. Tins, and the ardent look 
lie had poured into her eyes, set the young creature 
quivering. Nobody liad looked at her so before, 
and no young gentleman had imprinted li\ing 
velvet on” her hand. She was alarmed, ashamed 
and uneasy. What right bad he to look at her like 
that? 'W'liat shadow of a right to go and kiss her 
hand? He could not pretend to think she had put 
it out to be kissed? Ladies put forth die back of 
the hand for that, not the palm. The truth was he 
was an impudent fellow, and she hated him now, 
and herself too, for being so simple as to let him 
talk to her; mamma would not liave been so im- 
prudent wiien she was a girl. 

She would not go down, for she felt there must 
be somediing of this kind legibly branded on her 
face; “Oh! oh I just look at diis young lady! She 
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has been letting a young gentleman kiss the palm 
of her hand ; and the feel lias not gone off yet ; you 
may sec that by her checks.” 

■ But then . , . she must go down. 

So she put a wet towel to lier tell-tale cheeks, and 
dried them by ardstic dabs, avoiding friction, and 
came downstairs like a mouse, and turned the door 
handle noislcssly, and glided into the sitting-room 
looking so transparent, conscious and all on fire 
with beauty and animation, that even Edward was 
startled, and, in a whisper, bade his motha- observe 
what a pretty girl she was. 

Charles Rcadc 


" I love memory to-night,” she said : “ I prize 
her as my best friend. She is just now giving me a 
deep delight : she is bringing back to my heart, in 
warm and beautiful life, rcahues — not mere empty 
ideas, but what were once realities, and that I long 
have thought decayed, dissolved, mixed in with 
grave-mould. I possess just now the hours, the 
thoughts, the hopes of my youth. I renew the love 
of my life — its only love — almost its only affecdon, 
for I am not a pardcularly good woman : I am not 
amiable. Yet I have had my feelings, strong and 
concentrated: and dtesc feelings had their object; 
which, in its single self, was dear to me, as, to die 
majority of men and women, are all the unnum- 
bered points on which they dissipate thdr regard. 
While I loved, and while I was loved, what an 
existence I enjoyed! What a glorious year I can 
recall — how bright it comes back to me! What a 
Ihing spring— what a warm, glad summer — ^what 
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srifj moonlight, silvering the autumn evenings — 
nhnt strcngtli of hope under the ice-bound waters 
and frost-hoar fields of that year’s winter! Through 
that year heart lived with Frank’s heart. O 
my noble trank — my faithful Frank — my good 
Frank ! so much better than mpelf— his standard 
in all things so much higher! Tliis I can now see 
and say ; if few women have suffered as I did in his 
loss, few have enjoyed what I did in his love. It 
was a far better kind of love titan common ; I had 
no doubts about it or him; it was sucli a love as 
honoured, protected, and elevated, no less than it 
gladdened tier to tvhom it was given. Let me noiv 
ask. Just at this moment, when my mind is so 
strangely clear, — !ct me reflect why it was taken 
from me. For uhat crime was I condemned, after 
twelve months of bliss, to undergo thirty years of 
sorrow? ” Charlotte Bronte 


“ Constance, I know not how it is with men : 
For women (I am a woman now like you) 
There is no good of life but love — but love! 
What else looks good is some shade flung 
from love; 

Love gilds it, gives it worth. Be warned by 
me. 

Never you cheat yourself one instant! Love, 
Give love, ask only love, and leave the rest ! ” 

Browning 


Ncsta once had dreams of her being loved : and 
she was to love in return for a love that excused her 
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for loving double, treble; as not her lover could 
love, she thought with grateful pride in tlic treasure 
she was to pour out at his feet ; as only one or two 
(and they were women) in the world had ever loved. 
Her notion of the passion was parasitic: man the 
tree, woman the bine; hut the bine was flame to 
enwind and to soar, serpent to defend, immortal 
flowers to crown. 

Meredith 


Because you never yet have loved me, dear, 
Think you you never can nor ever will? 
Surely while life remains hope lingers still, 
Hope the last blossom of life’s dying year. 

Because the season and mine age grow sere. 
Shall never Spring bring forth her daffodil, 
Shall never sweeter Summer feast her fill 
Of roses with the nightingales they hear? 

If you had loved me, I not loving you. 

If you had urged me with the tender plea 
Of what our unknown years to come might do 
(Eternal years, if Time should count too few), 
I would have owned the point you pressed 
on me. 

Was possible, or probable, or true. 

Christina Rossetti 


I know it will not case the smart ; 

I know it will increase the pain; 
’Tis tormre to a wounded heart; 
Yet, O! to see him once again. 
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Tho’ other lips he press’d to his, 

And other arms aboitt him twine. 
And tho’ anotlicr reign in bliss 
In that trtic heart that once was 
mine; 

Yet, O! I cry it in my grief, 

I cry it blindly in my pain, 

I know it will not bring relief. 

Yet O, to sec him once again. 

Arthur Gray Butler 


Sigh, heart, and break not; rest, lark, and wake 
not: 

D.ay I liear coming to draw my Love away. 

As mere-waves tvhisper, and clowds groiv ensper. 
Ah, like a rose he will waken up with day! 

In moon-light lonely, he is my Love only, 

I share witli none when Luna rides in grey. 

As dawn-beams quicken, my rivals thicken, 

Tlie light and deed and turmoil of the day. 

To watch my sleeper to me is sweeter 
Than any waking words my Love can say; 

In dreams he finds me and closer winds me! 

Let liim rest by me a little more and stay. 

Ah, mine eyes, close not; and, tho’ he knows not. 
My lips, on his be tender while you may ; 

Ere leaves are shaken, and ring-doves waken. 
And infant buds begun to scent new day. 
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Fair Darkness, measure thine hours, as ueasurc 
Shed eacli one slowly from thine urn, I pray ; 
Hoard in and cover each from my lover ; 

I cannot lose him yet; dear night, delay! 

Each moment dearer, true-love lie nearer. 

My hair shall blind thee lest thou sec the ray ; 
My locks encumber thine ears in slumber, 

Lest any bird dare give thee note of day. 

He rests so calmly: we lie so warmly; 

Hand within hand, as children after play — 

In shafted amber on roof and chamber 
Dawn enters; my Love wakens; here is day. 

Lord de Tablcy 


Christina was in love, as indeed she had been 
twenty times already. But then Christina was 
impressionable and could not even hear the name 
“ Missolonghi ’’ mentioned without bursting into 
tears. When Theobald accidentally left his sermon 
ease behind him one Sunday, she slept with it in 
her bosom and was forlorn when she had as it were 
to disgorge it on the following Sunday; but I do 
not think Theobald ever took so much as an old 
toothbrush of Christina’s to bed \vith him. 

Samuel Butler 


Alfred. 

Mabel, we shall meet wltile morning launclies 
Rosy sails along the billowy gray ! 
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Mabel. 

Here cadi morn beneath these sacred branches 
Will I come and pray. 

Bring my kisses hack: take heed, my darling. 
How you tempt the watchful wolves of Fate! 
Oh, remember, when their lips arc snarling, 
Mabel’s lips that wait— 

You are mine, remember: eyes of passion, 
Lips and brow — yes, every sunburnt line! 
Breath that comes and goes in Love’s swift 
fashion — 

Mine, remember, mine! 

Bring my kisses hack! To live widiout them — 
That were death indeed — mine only fear! — 
life henceforth will be a dream about them; 
Bring them back, my dear! 

]Valt.<:-Dtmlon 


. . Only if one loved and found out one's mis- 
take when It was too late! ” 

" That, Margaret, must be a misery almost un- 
endurable. May God preserve you from it! The 
anguish of buried love or unretjuited love can be 
nodiing compared with that which mourns a sure 
untcorthincss." 

“Yet still, having once given one’s affccdons, I 
suppose dicy could not be withdrawn? ” 

“ I cannot tell, for I was never tried. So dread- 
ful an alternative I well believe can never be my 
lot; my husband was a true Chrisdan man when 
first I learned to care for him. Trust me, Margaret, 
there is no safeguard but that. A man may be 
moral, amiable, intellectual, high-minded, all diat 
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is pure and lovely, as the world counts purity and 
loveliness, but not to be relied on unless his prin- 
ciple of goodness is founded on a rock — on the 
Rock I should have said,” 

“That Rock being Christ? ” 

“ Certainly. In His love there is a constraining 
power w'itlt w’hich no other spring of action can 
even for a second compare. Marry a Citristian 
man, Margaret, if you wish to be happy.” 

Emma Jane Worboise 


. , . Do not despise this poor Lucy if she accepted 
her cousin’s forgotten lover with humble thankful- 
ness; nay, with a tumult of wild delight, and with 
joyful fear and trembling. She loved him so well, 
and had loved him so long. Forgive and pity her, 
for she was one of those pure and innocent 
creatures, whose whole being resolves itself into 
a-ffectiow, to whom passion, anger, and pride are 
unknown; who live only to love, and who love 
until death. Talbot Rulstrodc told Lucy Floyd that 
he had loved Aurora with the whole strengtli of 
his soul, but that, now the battle was over, he, the 
stricken w'arrior, needed a consoler for his declining 
days: would she, could she give her hand to one 
who woidd strive to the utmost to fulfil a husband’s 
duty, and to make her happy? Happy ! She rvould 
have been happy if he had asked her to be his 
slave, happy if she could have been a scullery-maid 
at Bulstrode castle, so that she might have seen tlie 
dark face she loved once or twice a day through 
the obscure panes of some kitchen window. 

But she was the most undemonstrative of 
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“ I am innocent now! I am a girl now! But one 
day I shall be ?o no longer. One day I shall he a 
woman. One day I shall be in the power and pos- 
session of some man — if not this man, dien some 
other. Evcrydiing happens; and this will happen! ” 
And the haTardons strangeness of life enchanted 
her. 

Arnold Bennett 


... In all this her own reputadon concerned her 
not at all. Life, and her clear wav of looking at 
tilings, had rooted in her the convicrion that to a 
woman the predousness of her reputation was a 
ficrion invented by men entirely for man’s benefit; 
a second-hand fedsh insidiously, ineiitably set up 
by men for worship, in novels, plays, and law- 
courts. Her insdnet told her that men could not 
feel secure in the possession of their women unless 
they could believe that women set tremendous 
store by sexu.il reputation. MTiat they wanted to 
believe, that they did believe! But she knew 
otherwise. Such great-minded women as she had 
met or read of had always left on her the impres- 
sion that reputation for them was a matter of the 
spirit, having little to do with sex. From her own 
feelings she knew that reputation, for a simple 
woman, meant to stand well in the eyes of him or 
her whom she loved best. For worldly women — 
and there were so many kinds of those, besides the 
merely fashionable — she had always noted that its 
value was not intrinsic, but coiumerdal; not a 
crown of dignity, but just a marketable asset. She 
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did not dread in die least ivhat people might say oi 
her friendship with Miltoun; nor did she feel at 
all that her indissoluble marriage forbade her lov- 
ing him. She had secretly felt free as soon as she 
had discovered that she had never really loved hei 
husband, , . . The man who was still her husband 
was now as dead to her as if he had never been 
born. She could not marry again, it was true; but 
she could and did love. If that love was to be 
starved and die away, it would not be because of 
any moral scruples. 

Galsworthy 


Now I am all 
One bowl of kisses, 

Such as the tall 
Slim votaresses 
Of Egypt filled 
For a Ood’s excesses. 

I lift to you 
My bowl of kisses. 

And through the temple’s 
Blue recesses 
Cry out to you 
In wild caresses. 

And to my lips’ 

Bright crimson rim 
The passion slips. 

And down my slim 
White body drips 
The shining hymn. 
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And still before 
The altar I 
Exult the bowl 
Brimful, and cry 
To you to stoop 
And drink. Most High, 

Oh drink me up 
That I may be 
Within your cup 
Like a mystery. 

Like wine that is still 
In ecstasy. 

Glimmering still 
In ecstasy. 

Commingled wines 
Of you and me 
In one fulfil 
Tltc mystery. 

£), H. Lawrence 


All his love — all of it, at any rate, that was articu- 
late and all of it tliat, in the days of his courtship, 
was in the least ardent — ^was in his letters. The 
arrangement suited Marjorie perfectly. She would 
have liked to go on indefinitely maidng culmred 
and verbally burning love by post. She liked the 
idea of love; what she did not like was lovers, 
except at a distance and in imagination. A corre- 
spondence course of passion was, for her, the 
perfect and ideal relationship with a man . . . with 
liis face-to-face shyness and Iris postal freedom and 
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ardour, Walter had seemed in Marjorie’s eyes to 
combine the best points of botlt sexes. And tlicn 
he was so deeply interested in cverytliing she did 
and thought and felt. . , . 

“Love,’’ she read dimly, througli the tears, in 
the next letter, “ love can transform physical into 
spiritual desire; it has tire magic power to turn the 
body into pure soul. . . 

Yes, he had had those desires too. Even he. All 
men had, she supposed. Rather dreadful. 

Aldoits Httxicy 
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" Advice is always uscftd in matters of love; men 
always take it; they always follow other people’s 
opinions, not their own; they always profit by 
example. When they see a pretty womans and feel 
the delicious madness of love coming over them, 
they always slop to calculate her temper, her 
money, their own money, or suitableness for 
married life. . . . Ha, ha, ha I” 

Thackeray 


A woman seldom asks advice before she has 
bought her wedding clothes. 


Addison 


Extremely foolish criticism is likely to be uttered 
by those who arc looking at the labouring vessel 
from the land. 


Sir Annum Helps 



My sonc, it fit wcl every wight 
To kepe his wordc in throuth upright 
Towardcs love in allc wise. 

For who that wold him wel avise 
What hath bcfallc in this niatcrc, 

He .shulde nought with feigned diere 
Deceive love in no degre. 

To love is every herte fre, 

But in dcceipt if that tliou feignest 
And therupon thy luste attegnest. 
That thou hast wonne with thy wile, 
Though it the like for a while. 

Thou shalt it afterward repente. 


"65 


Gower 
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Who so to marry a minion Wife 
Hailr hadde good chaunce and happe. 
Must love hir and chcrishc hir all lus life, 
And dandle hir in his lappe. 

If she will fare well, yl she \\7ll go gay, 

A good husbande ever styll, 

What ever she hist to doc, or to say, 

Must lette hir have hir owne will. 

About what affaires so ever he goe. 

He must shewc liir all his myndc. 

None of hys counscll she may be kept free. 
Else is he a man unkvndc. 

Nicholas Vdall 


Moth. Master, will you win your love with a 
French brawl? 

Comrado. How meanest thou? brawling in 
French? 

Moth No, ray complete Master I But to jig off 
a tune at the tongue’s end, canary to it with your 
feet, humour it with turning up your eyelids, sigh 
a note and sing a note, sometime through 
throat, as if you swallowed love with singing love, 
sometime through the nose, as if you snuffed up 
love by smelling love; with your hat penthouse- 
like o’er the shop of your eyes; with your arms 
crost on your thinbelly-doublet, like a rabbit on 
a spit; or j'our hands in your pocket, like a man 
after the old painting; and keep not too long in 
one tune, but a snip and away. These arc compli- 
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ments, these are humours ; these betray nice 
wenches— that wotdd he betrayed without these; 
and make them men oC note, — do you note, me? — 
that most arc affected to these, 

Shakespeare 


Amorphous. And withal, protest her to be the 
only and absolutely unparalelled creature you do 
adore, and admire, and respect, and reverence in 
this court, corner of tlic world, or kingdom. 

Asotus. This is hard, by my faith. I’ll begin 
it all again. . . . 

Amorphous. Tltis is, if she abide you. But now, 
put the ease she shotdd be passant when you enter, 
as tltus : you are to frame your gait thereafter, and 
call upon her, “ lady, nyinph, sweet refuge, star 
of our court.” Then, if sne be guardant, here; you 
are to come on, and, laterally disposing yourself, 
swear by her blusliing and well-coloured cheek, the 
bright dye of her hair, her ivory teeth (though 
they be ebony), or some such white and innocent 
oath, to induce you. If regardant, then maintain 
your station, brisk and ripe, show the supple 
motion of your pliant body, but in chief of your 
knee, and hand, which cannot but aride her proud 
humour exceedingly. 

Ben Jonson 


I am of opinion, that notliing is so potent either 
to procure, or merit Love, as Valour, and I am 
glad I am so, for thereby I shall doe my selfe mucli 
ease. Because valour never needs mucli wit to 
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maintain it. . . . Wit gcttctli rather promise than 
Love. Wit is not to l)c scene : and no woman takes 
advice of anything in her loving ; hut of her own 
cics, and her wajning womans; Nay which is 
worse, wit is not to be felt, and so no good Bed 
fellow; Wit applied to a woman makes her dis- 
solve licr sympering, and discover her teeth with 
laughter, and this is surely a purge for love; for 
the beginning of love is a kind of foolish melan- 
choly. . . . Donne 


Abstain wholly, or wed. Tliy bounteous Lord 
Allows dice choisc of paths; take no by-wayes; 
But gladly welcome what he doth afford; 

Not grud^ng, that thy lust hatli bounds and staies. 
Continence hadi liis joy; tveigh both; and so 
If rottennesse have more, let Heaven go. 

George Herbert 


Then wisely clioosc one to your friend 
Whose love may, when your beauries end. 
Remain srill firm ; be prondent. 

And think, before die summer’s spent. 

Of following ninter; like the ant, 

In plenty hoard for time of scant. 

Cull out, amongst the multitude 
Of lovers, that seek to intrude 
Into your favour, one that may 
Love for an age, not for a day; 

One that will quench your youthful fires. 
And feed in age your hot dc.sires. 

Thomas Carev.' 
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Honest Lover whosoever. 

If, in all thy love, there ever 
Was one wav’ring thought; if thy flame 
Were not still even, still the same: 
Know this. 

Thou lov’st amiss 1 
And to love true; 

Thou must begin again, and love anew! 

If when She appears i’ th’ room, 

Thou dost not quake and art not struck 
dumb; 

And in striHng this to cover, 

Dost not speak thy words twice over ; 
Know this, 

Thou lov’st amiss! 

And to love true; 

Thou must begin again, and love anew! 

If fondly tliou dost not mistake, 

And all defects, for graces take; 
Persuad'st thyself that jests are broken, 
When She hath little, or nothing, spoken 
Know tills, 

Thou lov’st amiss 1 
And to love true; 

Thou must begin again, and love anew! 

If when thy stomach calls to eat. 

Thou cutt’st not fingers, ’stead of meat ; 
And with much gazing on her face, 

Dost not rise hungry from the place : 
Know tliis, 

Thou lov’st amiss! 
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And to love true; 

Thou must begin again, and love anew! 

If, by tbi?, thou dost discover 
That thou art no perfect Lover; 

And desiring to love true, 

Thou dost begin to love anew; 

Know tliis, 

Thou lov’st amiss! 

And to love true; 

Thou must begin again, and love anew! 

Stickling 


Why 's my friend so melandioly? 

Prithee, why so sad? why so sad? 

Beauty’s vain; and Love 's a folly! 

Wealth and women make men mad! 

To him, that has a heart tltat 's jolly, 
Nothing ’s grievous! nothing ’s sad! 

Come cheer up, my Lad! 

Docs thy Mistress seem to (ly thee? 

Prithee, don’t repine! don’t repine! 

If, at first, She does deny thee 
Of her love ; deny her thine ! 

She shews her coyness but to try' thee; 

And will triumph, if thou pine. 

Drown thy thoughts in wine! 

Try again ; and don’t give over ! 

Ply her! She’s thine own! She’s thine own 
Cowardice undoes a Lover! 

Tltey are ty'rants, if you moan! 

170 



Coititscls and Perfections t Counsels 

If not tliyself, nor love, can move her ; 

But She’ll slight thee, and be gone: 

Let her then alone I 

If thy courtship can’t invite her 
Nor to condescend, nor to bend ; 

Thy only wisdom is to slight her. 

And her bcautv discommend. 

Such a nicencss will requite her ! 

Yet if thy love will not end: 

Love thyself, and friend! 

Alexander Brome 


For your better direction, 1 will give a hint of 
tlic most ordinary Causes of Dissatisfaction be- 
tween Man and Wife, tliat you may be able by 
such a Warning to live so upon your Guard, that 
when you shall be married, you may know how 
to cure your Husband’s Mistakes, and to prevent 
your own. 

First tlien, you arc to consider, you live in a 
time which hath renderd some kind of Frailties so 
habitual, that they claim to large Grains of Allow- 
ance. The World in this is somewhat unequal, and 
our Sex seemeth to play the Tyrant in distinguish- 
ing partially for our selves, by making that in the 
utmost degree Criminal in the Woman, which in 
a Man passctli under a much gentler Censure. The 
Root and tlie Excuse of this Injustice is tire Pre- 
servation of Families from any Mixture whicli may 
bring a Blemish to them : and while tlic Point of 
Honour continues to be so plac’d, it seems una- 
voidable to give your Sex, the greater share of the 
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Penalty. But it in this it licth under any Disad- 
vciutiigc, you arc more than rccompcns’tl. by having 
the Honour of Families in your keeping. The 
Consideration so great a Trust must give you, 
maketh full amends; and this Power the World 
hath lodged in you, you can hardly fail to restrain 
the Severity of an ill Husband, and to improve the 
Kindness and Esteem of a good one. This being 
so, remember, That next to the danger of com- 
mitting the Fault your self, the greatest is tliat of 
seeing it in your Husband. Do not seem to look 
or hear that way : If he is a Man of Sense, he will 
reclaim himself; the Folly of it, is of it self suffi- 
cient to cure him ; if he is not so, he will he pro- 
vok’d, but not reform’d. To expostulate in these 
Cases looketh like declaring War, and preparing 
Reprisals; which to a thinking Husband would he 
a dangerous Reflexion. Besides, it is so coarse a 
Reason which will he assign’d for a Lady’s too 
great Warmth upon such an occasion, that 
Modesty no less than Prudence ought to restrain 
her; since sucli an undcccnt Complaint makes a 
Wife mudi more ridiculous, than the Injury that 
provoketh her to it. But it is yet worse, and more 
unskilful, to blaze it in the World, expecting it 
should rise up in Arms to take her part ; Whereas 
she will find, it can have no other Effect, tlian that 
she shall be served up in all Companies, as the 
reigning Jest at that time ; and will continue to he 
the common Entertainment, till she is rescu’d by 
some newer Folly that cometh upon the Stage, and 
driveth her away from it. The Impertinence of 
such Methods is so plain, tliat it doth not deserve 
the pains of bemg laid open. Be assur’d, that in 



Counsels and Perfections : Cotinsels 

these Cases vour Discretion and Silence will be the 
most prevailing Reproof. An affected Ignorance, 
which is seldom a Virtue, is a great one here: And 
when your Husband sceth how unwilling you arc 
to be uneasie, there is no stronger Argument to 
perswadc him not to he unjust to you. Besides, 
it will naturally make him more yielding in other 
things; And whether it be to cover or redeem his 
Offence, you may have the good Effects of it 
whilst it lastetli, and all that while have die most 
reasonable Ground that can be, of presuming, such 
a Behaviour will at last entirely convert him. 
There is nothing so glorious to a Wife, as a Vic- 
tory so gain'd: A Man so reclaim’d, is for ever 
after subjected to her Vertue; and her bearing for 
a time, is more than rewarded by a Triumph that 
will continue as long as her life. 

Lord Halifax 


Thus to a ripe, consenting Maid, 

Poor, old, repenring Delia said, 

“ Would you long preserve your Lover? 

Would you sdll his Goddess reign? 
Never let him all discover! 

Never let him much obtain! 

" Men will admire, adore, and die ; 
While, tvishing, at your feet they lie! 

But admitting their embraces 

Wakes them from the golden dream ! 
Notliing 's new, be.sides our faces ! 

Every tvoman is tire same! ” 

Congreve 
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For many unsuccessful years 
At Cynthia’s feet I lay; 

Battering them often with my tears, 

I sigh'd, but durst not pray. 

No prostrate tvrctch before the shrine 
Of some lov’d Saint above. 

E’er thought his goddess more dinne, 
Or paid more awful love. 

Still the disdainful nymph look’d down 
With coy insulring pride. 

Receiv'd my passion nith a frown, 

Or toss’d her head aside. 

Tlicn Cupid whisper’d in my ctir, 

" Use more prevailing charms ; 

You modest, whining fool, draw near. 
And clasp her in your arms. 

With eager kisses tempt the maid. 
From Cynthia’s feet depart; 

The lips he briskly must invade 
That would possess the heart." 

With dial 1 shook off all tlie slave. 

My better fortunes tried; 

Wlten Cynthia in a moment gave 
^^’hat she for years denied. 

Thomas Yalden 


Soft kisses may be innocent; 

But, ah, too easy Maid, beware! 
Though that is all thy kindness meant; 
’Tis Love’s delusive fatal snare! 
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No ^'irgin e’er, at first, designed 

Through all the hhaze o£ Love to stray ; 
But each new path, allures her mind, 

Till, wand’ring on, she lose her way! 

’Tis easy, ere set out, to stay; 

But who the useful art can teach, 

When sliding down a sleepy way, 

To stop, before the end we reach? 

Keep ever something in tliy power, 

Beyond what would thy honour stain 1 
He will not dare to aim at more, 

Who for small favours sighs in vain! 

Catharine Cockbtirn 

Would you have a young virgin of fifteen years? 
You must tickle her fancy with sweet and dears. 
Ever toying and playing, and sweetly, sweetly. 
Sing a love-sonnet, and charm her cars; 

Wildly, prettily, talk her down, 

Chase her, and praise her if lair or brown ; 
Soodi her and smooth her. 

And tease her and please her. 

And touch but her snicket, and all’s your own. 

Do ye fancy a widow, well known m men? 

With the front of assurance come boldly on; 

Be at her each moment, and briskly, bnskly 
Put her in mind how her time steals on ; 

Rattle and prattle altho’ she frown. 

Rouse her and touse her from morn till noon. 
And show her some hour 
You are able to grapple. 

And get but her writings, and all’s your own. 
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Do ye fancy a punk of a humour free, 

Thai's kept 'by a fumblcr of quality? 

You must rail at her keeper, and tell her, tell her, 
Tliat pleasure’s best diarm is variety; 

Swear her much fairer than all the town, 

Try her and ply her when Cully’s gone. 

Dog her and jog her. 

And meet her and treat her. 

And kiss with a guinea, and all's your own. 

Gay 

Take heed of manl and, while you may. 

Shun Love’s deceitful snare! 

For tliough, at first, it looks all gay : 

'Tis ten to one y’ are made a prey 
To sorrow, pain, and care! 

But if you love first, 

Y' arc certainly curst I 
Despair will insult in your breast! 

The nature of Men 

Is to slight who love them ; 

And love those that slight them, the best ! 

Robert Gould 


Why will Delia thus rente. 

And languish life away? 

WTiile the sighing crowd admire, 

'Tis too soon for hartshorn tea! 

All tliose dismal looks and fretting 
Cannot Damon’s life restore ! 

Long, ago, the worms have eat him ; 
You can never see him more! 
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Once again consult your toilet! 

In the glass, your face review! 

So much weeping soon will spoil it ; 
Anti no Spring your charms renew! 

I, like you, was born a woman! 

Well I know what Vapours mean! 
The disease, alas! is common! 

Single, we have all the Spleen ! 

All the Morals that they tell us. 
Never cured the sorrow yet ! 

Choose, among the Pretty Fellows, 

One of humour, youth, and wit! 

Prithee, hear him, every morning, 

At the least an hour or two! 

Once again at night returning; 

I believe the dose will do. 

Lady Mary Worthy Montagu 


Flush’d by tlie spirit of the genial year. 
Now from the virgin’s clieck a fresher bloom 
Shoots, less and less, tltc live carnation round ; 
Her lips blush deeper sweets, she breathes of 
youth; 

Tlte shining moisture swells into her eyes 
In brighter flow; her wishing bosom heaves 
With palpitations wild; kind tumults seize 
Her veins, and aU her yielding soul is love. 
From tlte keen gaze her lover turns away. 

Full of the dear ecstatic power, and sick 
With sighing languishmcnt. Ah then, ye fair! 
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Be greatly cautious of your sliding hearts: 
Dare not the infectious sigh; the pleading look, 
Downcast and low, in meek submission dress’d, 
But full of guile. Let not tltc fervent tongue. 
Prompt to deceive, with adulation smooth. 
Gain on your purposed will. Nor in a bower. 
Where woodbines flaunt and roses shed a 
coucli. 

While evening draws her crimson airtains 
round, 

Trust your soft minutes with betraying man, 

James Thomson 


Of your love I know not the propriety, nor can 
estimate the power; but in love, as in every other 
passion of which hope is the essence, we ought 
always to remember die uncertainty of events. 
There is, indeed, nothing that so much seduces 
reason from vigilance as the thought of passing life 
with an amiable woman; and if all would happen 
that a lover fancies, I know not what other ter- 
rcstial happiness would deserve pursuit. But love 
and marriage arc different states. Those who are 
to suffer the evils together, and to suffer often for 
the sake of one another, soon lose diat tenderness 
of look and that benevolence of mind which arose 
from the partidpation of unmingled pleasure and 
successive amusement. A woman, we arc sure, 
will not be always fair — ^we arc not sure she will 
always be tirtuous; and a man cannot retain 
through life that respect and assiduity by which 
he pleases for a day or for a month. I do not, 
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however, pretend to have discovered that life has 
anytiung more to be desired that a prudent and 
virtuous marriage, therefore know not what coun- 
sel to give you. 

Samuel Johnson 


Would you, with her you love be blest? 

Ye Lovers! these Instruedons mind! 
Conceal the Passion in your breast I 
Be dumb, insensible, and blind ! 

But when, w'itli tender looks you meet, 
And see the artless blushes rise, 

Be silent, loving, and discreet! 

Tltc Oracle no more implies. 

When once you prove die Maid sincere, 
^V]lerc Virtue is with Beauty joined; 
Then, boldly like yourself appear! 

No more insensible, or blind! 

Pour forth the transports of your heart ; 

And speak your soul without disguise! 
'Tis fondness, fondness must impart! 
The Oracle no more implies. 

Though pleasing, fatal is the snare 
That still entraps all Womankind I 
Ladies! beware! be wise! take care! 

Be deaf, insensible, and blind! 

But should some fond deserving Youdi 
Agree to join in Hymen’s des; 

Be tender! constant! Crown his truth! 
The Oracle no more implies. 

Susa7ma Maria Cibber 
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Tlie business of Women, dear Chloe! is 
Pleasure ; 

And, by love, ev’ry Fair One her minutes 
should measure! 

‘ O, for Love, we’re all ready! ’ you cry. Very 
true! 

Nor would I rob the gentle fond God of his 
duel 

Unless in the sentiments Cupid has part, 

And dips in the amorous transport his dart, 

’Tis tumult! disorder 1 'tis loatlnng and hate I 

Caprice gives it birth ; and Contempt is its fate. 

True Passion insensibly leads to the joy; 

And grateful Esteem bids its pleasures ne’er cloyl 

Yet here, you should stopl But your whimsical 
Sex, 

Such romantic ideas to Passion annex. 

That poor Men, by your visions and jealousy 
worried, 

To Ny^mphs less ecstatic, but kinder are hurried 1 

In your heart, I consent, let your wishes be bred; 

Only take care your heart don’t get into your 
head ! 

Horace Walpole 


Ye fair married Dames! tvho so often deplore 
That a Lover once blessed, is a Lover no more; 
Attend to my counsel! nor blush to be taught. 
That Prudence must cherish what Beauty has 
caught 1 
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Use the man that you wed, like your fav’ritc 
guitar! 

Tlrough music in botli; they arc both apt to jar! 

How tuneful and soft, from a delicate touch! 

Not handled too roughly, nor played on too mucli. 

The linnet and sparrow will feed from your hand. 

Grow fond by your kindness, and come at 
command. 

Exert, with your Husband, the same happy skill! 

For hearts, like vour birds, may be tamed to your 
tvill! 

Be gay and good-humoured, complying and kind 1 

Turn tlic chief of your care from your face to your 
mind! 

’Tis tltcre, that the Wife may her conquest improve; 

And Hymen will rivet the fetters of Love. 

Garrick 


Time perpetually is changing. 

Every moment alteration brings. 

Love and Beauty still estranging 
Women are, alas! but wanton things! 

He that will his Mistress’ favour gain, 
Must take her in a merry vcinl 

A woman’s fancy 's like a fever ; 

Or an ague, that doth come by fits! 

Hot and cold, but constant never; 

Even as the pleasant humour hits. 

Sick, and well again; and well and sick; 
In love it is a woman’s trick! 
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Now she w’ill ; and then she will not! 

Put her to the trial, if once she smile ! 

Silly Youth tliy fortunes spill not! 

Ling’ring lalrours oft themselves beguile 1 
He that knocks, and can’t get in; 

His pick-lock is not worth a pin. 

A woman’s “Nay! ’’ is no denial! 

Silly Youths of love arc served sol 
Put her to a further trial! 

Haply, she’ll take it, and say “ no! ’’ 

For it is a trick which women use; 

What they love, they will refuse! 

Silly Youth! why dost thou dally, 

Having got time and season fit? 

Tlicn, never stand, “ Sweet ! shall I? shall I? ” 
Nor too much commend an after-wit ! 

For he that will not, when he may ; 
When he will, he shall have “Nay! ” 

Anon. 


Prithee, Billy, ben’t so silly 
Thus to waste thy days m grief; 
You say Betty will not let ye; 

But can sorrow bring relief? 

Leave repining, cease your whining; 

Pox on torment, tears, and wo : 

If she’s tender, she’ll surrender; 

If she’s tough — e’en let her go. 

A«oh. 



Coimscls and Perfections : Counsels 


“ Alas ! the matron answer’d, " much I dread 
That dangerous love by whicli the young arc led! 
That love is earthy: you the creature prize. 

And trust your feelings and believe your eyes: 

Can eyes and feelings inward wordi descry? 

No] my fair daughter, on our choice rely! 

Your love, like that display’d upon the stage. 
Indulged is folly, and opposed is rage; — 

More prudent love our prudent couples show. 

All tliat to mortal beings mortals owe; 

All flesh is grass — before you give a heart. 
Remember Sybil that in death you part; 

And should your husband die before your love, 
What needless anguish must a widow prove ! 

No! my fair child, let all such visions cease; 

Yield but esteem, and only try for peace." 

Crabbe 


Not much he kens, I ween, of woman’s breast. 
Who thinks that wanton tiring is won by sighs : 
What careth she for hearts when once possess’d? 
Do proper homage to thine idol’s eyes, 

But not too humbly, or .sbc will despise 
Thee and thy suit, tliough told in moving 
tropes ; 

Disguise even tenderness, if thou art wise; 

Brisk Confidence srill best with woman copes; 
Pique her and soodie in turn, soon Passion 
crowns thy hopes. 

Byron 
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. . . between the interval of liking and possession, 
love (to be durable) should pass through many 
stages. The doubt, the fear, the first pressure of 
the hand, the first kiss, each should be an epoch 
for remembrance to cling to. In moments of after 
coolness or anger, the mind should fly from the 
sated present to the million tender and freshening 
associations of the past. With these associations 
the affection renews its youth. How vast a store 
of melring reflections, how countless an accumu- 
lation of the spells that preserve constancy, docs 
that love forfeit in whicli the memory only com- 
mences with possession! 

And the more delicate and thoughtful our 
nature, the more powerful arc these association.=. 
Do they not constitute the immense dilTcrcncc be- 
tween the love and the intrigue? All things that 
savour of youth make our most exquisite sensa- 
tions, whether to experience, or recall : thus, in the 
seasons of the year, we prize the .spring ; and in the 
effusions of the heart, the courtship. 

Lytton 


If I may speak, after profound and extensive 
study and observation, there arc few better ways of 
securing tire faithftdncss and admiration of die 
beautiful partners of our existence than a little 
judicious ill-treatment, a brisk dose of occasional 
idoicnce as an alterative, and, for general and 
wholesome diet, a cooling but pretty constant 
neglect. At sparing intervals administer small 
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quantities of love and kindness ; but not every day, 
or too often, as this medicine, much taken, loses its 
effect. 

Thackeray 


When a youth is fully in love with a girl, and 
feels tliat he is wise in loving her, lie should at once 
tell her so plainly, and take his chance bravely, 
with other suitors. No lover should have die inso- 
lence to think of being accepted at once, nor should 
•any girl have the cruelty to refuse at once; ivithout 
severe reasons. If she simply doesn’t like him, she 
may send him away for seven years or so — he vow- 
ing to live on cresses, and wear sackcloth mean- 
while, or the like penance ; if she likes him a little, 
or thinks she might come to like him in time, she 
may let him stay near her, putting him always on 
sharp trial to see what stuff he is made of, and re- 
quiring, figuratively, as many lion-skins or giants’ 
heads as she thinks hcrseli worth. The w'holc 
meaning and power of true courtship is Probation : 
and it oughtn’t to be shorter than three years at 
least, — seven is, to my own mind, the orthodox 
time. And these relations between the young 
people sliould be openly and simply known, not to 
dieir friends only, but to everybody who has the 
least interest in them : and a girl worth anything 
ought to have always half a dozen or so suitors 
under vow for her. 

There are no words strong enough to express 
the general danger and degradation of the 
manners of mob-coiirtsliip, as distinct from these, 
w’hicli have become the fashion, — almost die law’, — 
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in modern times; -when in a miserable confusion 
of candlelight, moonlight, and limelight— and any- 
thing but daylight, — in indecently attractive and 
insanely expensive dresses, in snatched moments, 
in hidden corners, in accidental impulses and dis- 
mal ignorances, young people smirk and ogle and 
whisper and whimper and sneak and stumble and 
flutter and fumble and blunder into what they call 
Love; — expect to get whatever they like the 
moment they fanev it, and arc continually in the 
danger of losing aft the honour of life for a folly, 
and all the joy of it by an accident. 

Ruskin 


In the affair of courtship nature is the best tutor, 
and the eloquence of unfeigned passion more per- 
suasive than die most artful strokes of the most 
accomplished orators. 

Tlicrc is not, however, any tiling more necessary, 
than so to regulate the process of this insinuating 
impulse, as to have it thoroughly at voiir com- 
mand; for, if you give it too large a scope, instead 
of being master of it, it will be die master of you; 
and you will thenceforward lay your weakness so 
open, and appear so manifestly in the power of 
your mistress, that the pleasure of tyrannizing will 
be irresistible, and she will exert her soveragnty 
to the utmost. 

Anon. 


Better than sentiment, laughter opens the breast 
to love; opens the whole breast to his full quiver, 
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instead of a corner here and there for a solitary 
arrow. Hail the occasion propitious, O British 
young 1 and laugh and treat love as an honest God, 
and dabble not witli the sentimental rouge. 

Meredith 


“ I am too old to appreciate your state of mind 
as to your cousin. You know, too, that I have a 
weakness for clear accurate accounts, and your 
style is of tlic vaguest. It is impossible that you 
can be so very foolish as to become amourachee 
of a man in any serious sense. Remember, when 
you write in future, that I shall not for a second 
admit that idea. Married ladies, in modern English 
society, cannot fail in their duties to the conjugal 
relation. Recollect that you arc devoted to your 
husband, and he to you. I assume tins when I 
address you, and you must write accordingly. The 
other hypotliesis is impossible to take into account. 
As to being in love, frankly, I don’t believe it. I 
believe that stimulant drinks will intoxicate, and 
rain drench, and fire singe; but not in any way 
that one person will fascinate another. Avoid all 
folly; accept no traditions; take no sentiment on 
trust. Here is a bit of social comedy in which you 
happen to have a part to play ; act as well as you 
can, and in the style now received on the English 
boards. Above all, don’t indulge in tragedy out of 
season. Resolve, once for all, in any little difficulty 
of life, that there shall be nothing serious in it ; you 
will find it depends on you whether there is to be 
or not. Keep your head clear, and don’t confuse 
tilings; use your reason — determine that, come 
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in Jnodern times: when in a miserable confusion 
of candlelight, moonlight, and limelight — and any- 
thing but daylight, — in indecently attractive and 
insanely expensive dresses, in snatched moments, 
in hidden corners, in accidental impulses and dis- 
mal ignorances, young people smirk and ogle and 
whisper and whimper and sneak and stumble and 
flutter and fumble and blunder into what they call 
Love; — expect to get whatever they like the 
moment they fanev’ it, and are continually in the 
danger of losing all the honour of life for a folly, 
and all the joy of it by an accident. 

Ruskiu ■ 


In the affair of courtship nature is the best tutor, 
and the eloquence of unfeigned passion more per- 
suasive than the most artful strokes of the most 
accomplished orators. 

There is not, liowevcr, any tiling more necessary, 
than so to regulate the progress of this insinuating 
impulse, as to have it thoroughly at your com- 
mand ; for, if you give it too large a scope, instead 
of being master of it, it will be die master of you ; 
and you nill thenceforward lav your weakness so 
open, and appear so manifestly in the power of 
your mistress, diat the pleasure of tyrannizing will 
be irre.dstiblc, and she will exert her sovereignty 
to the utmost. 

Anon. 


Better than sentiment, laughter opens the breast 
to love; opens the whole breast to his full quiver, 
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instead o£ a corner here and there for a solitary 
arrow. Hail the occasion propitious, O Britisn 
young! and laugh and treat love as an honest God, 
and dabble not with the sentimental rouge. 

Meredith 


" I am too old to appreciate your state of mind 
as to your cousin. You know, too, that I liavc a 
weakness for clear accurate accounts, and your 
style is of the vaguest. It is impossible that you 
can be so very foolish as to become amourachee 
of a man in any serious sense. Remember, when 
you write in future, that I shall not for a second 
admit that idea. Married ladies, in modern English 
society, cannot fail in their duties to the conjugal 
rcladon. Recollect that you arc devoted to your 
husband, and he to you. I assume this when I 
address you, and you must write accordingly. The 
other hypothesis is unpossible to take into account. 
As to being in love, frankly, I don’t believe it. I 
believe that stimulant drinks will intoxicate, and 
rain drench, and fire singe; but not in any way 
that one person will fascinate another. Avoid all 
folly; accept no traditions; take no sentiment on 
trust. Here is a bit of social comedy in which you 
happen to have a part to play; act as well as you 
can, and in the style now received on the English 
boards. Above all, don’t indulge in tragedy out of 
season. Resolve, once for all, in any little difficulty 
of life, that there shall be nothing serious in it ; you 
will find it depends on you whether there is to be 
or not. Keep your head clear, and don't confuse 
things; use your reason — determine that, come 
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in modern times: when in a miserable confusion 
of candlelight, moonlight, and limelight — and any- 
thing hut daylight, — in indecently attractive and 
insanclv expensive dresses, in .snatched momcni.s, 
in hidefen corners, in accidental impulses and dis- 
mal ignorances, young people smirk and ogle and 
whisper and whimper and .sneak and stumble and 
flutter and fumble and blunder into what they call 
I/)ve: — expect to get whatever they like the 
moment they fancy it. and are continually in the 
danger of losing all the honour of life for a folly, 
anti ail the joy of it by an accident. 

Ruskin 


In the affair of courtship nature is the best tutor, 
and the eloquence of unfeigned passion more per- 
suasive than the most artful strokes of the most 
accomplished orators. 

There is not, however, any thing more necessary, 
than so to regulate the progress of this insinuating 
impulse, as to have it thoroughly at your com- 
mand; for, if you give it too large a scope, instead 
of being master of it, it will be the master of you ; 
and you will thenceforward lay your weakness so 
open, and appear so manifestly in the power of 
your mistress, that the pleasure of tyrannizing will 
lie irresistible, and she will exert her sovereignty 
to the utmost. 

Atwrt. 


Better than sentiment, laughter opens the breast 
to love; opens the whole breast to his full quiver, 
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instead of a corner here and there for a solitary 
arrow. Hail the occasion propitious, O British 
young 1 and laugh and treat love as an lioncsi God, 
and dabble not with the sentimental rouge. 

Meredith 


“ I am too old to appreciate your state of mind 
as to your cousin. You know, too, that I have a 
weakness for clear accurate accounts, and your 
style is of tlic vaguest. It is impossible that you 
can be so very foolish as to become amourachee 
of a man in any serious sense. Remember, when 
you write in future, that I shall not for a second 
admit that idea. Married ladies, in modern English 
society, cannot fail in their duties to the conjugal 
reladon. Recollect that you arc devoted to your 
husband, and he to you. I assume this when I 
address you, and you must write accordingly. The 
other hypothesis is impossible to take into account. 
As to being in love, frankly, I don’t believe it. I 
believe that stimulant drinks will intoxicate, and 
rain drendi, and fire singe; but not in any way 
that one person will fascinate another. Avoid all 
folly; accept no tradidons; take no sendment on 
trust. Here is a bit of social comedy in which you 
happen to have a part to play; act as well as you 
can, and in the style now received on the English 
boards. Above all, don't indulge in tragedy out of 
season. Resolve, once for all, in any little difficulty 
of life, that there shall be nothing serious in it ; you 
will find it depends on you whether there is to be 
or not. Keep your head clear, and don't confuse 
things; use your reason — determine that, come 
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what may, notliing shall happen of a naiiire to 
invohe or embarrass yon. As surely as yon make 
this resolve ami act upon it, you will find it pay.” 

Swinbtmic 

Of all lay figures there is none on earth so use- 
ful as a wooden husband. You should get a 
wooden husband, my dear, if you want to he left 
in peace. It is like a comfortable slipper or your 
dressitig-gown after a ball. It is like springs to 
your carri.ngc. It is like a clever maid who never 
makes mistakes tvith your notes or comes without 
coughing discreetly through your dressing-room. 
It is like tea, cigarettes, postage-stamps, foot- 
warmers, eiderdowns, countcrpane.s— anything that 
smooths life, in fact. Young women do not think 
enough of tliis. An easy-going husband is the one 
indispensable comfort of life. He is like a set of 
s.iblcs to you. You may never want to put tliem 
on; still, if the north-wind do blow — and you can 
never tell — ^liow handy they arc! You pop into 
them in a second, and no cold tvind can find you 
out, my dear. Couldn’t find you out, if your shift 
were in rags underneath ! Without your husbtind's 
countenance, you have scenes. With scenes, you 
have scandal. With a suit, you most likely lose 
your setdements. And without your settlements, 
where arc you in Society? Widi a husband you 
are safe. You need never tliink about Itim in any 
way. Mis mere existence suffices. He will always 
be at the bottom of your table, and die head of 
your visiting-c.ards. ’That is enough. He will re- 
present Rcspcctabilit)' for you, without your being 
at the trouble to represent Respectability for your- 
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self. Respectability is a thing of which the shadow 
is more agreeable than the stibstancc. Happily for 
us, Society only requires the shadow. 

Ouida 

And so, men, drive your wives, beat them out of 
their self-consciousness and their soft smarminess 
and good, lovely idea of themselves. Absolutely 
tear their lovely opinion of themselves to tatters, 
and make them look a holy ridicidous sight in their 
own eyes. Wives, do the same to your husbands. 

But fight for your life, men. Fight your wife 
out of her own self-conscious preoccupation with 
herself. Batter her out of it till she’s stunned. Drive 
her back into her own true mode. Rip all her nice 
superimposed modern-woman and wonderful-crea- 
ture garb off her. Reduce her once more to a naked 
Eve, and send the apple flying. 

Make her Held to her own real unconscious self, 
and absolutely stamp on the self that she’s got in 
her head. Drive her forcibly back, back into her 
own true unconscious. 

And tlren you’ve got a harder thing still to do. 
Stop her from looking on you as her “ lover.” Cure 
her of that, if you haven’t cured her before. Put 
the fear of the Lord into her that way. And make 
her know she’s got to believe in you again, and in 
the deep purpose you stand for. But before you can 
do that, you’ve got to stand for some deep purpose. 
It’s no good faking one up. You won’t take a 
woman in, not really. Even when she chooses to 
be taken in. for prettiness’ sake, it won’t do you any 
good. 
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PEni'ECTIONS 



Not that I -.ih!tc my Mistress 
Marc, or icss than n'hat She is, 

Jl'ri/c I these lines. For 'tis too late. 

Rules to prescribe unto my fate! 

But yet, as ter, tier stomachs cal! 

For same choice meat, that bear not all; 

A queasy lover max impart 

B’hat Mistress 'its, that please his heart! 

Asos. 


She is just such a young lady as / could vrish for 
the partner of my soul, and you kr.ov that is not 
every one, for you and I have often talked horjB 
nice see -vould be in such a choice. 


Bos^\’Ell 




A face tliat should content me wondcrous well, 
Should not be faire, but lovely to beholde: 

Of lively loke, all griefc for to repell : 

With right good grace, so would I diat it should 
Speake without word, sudi wordcs as none can tell. 
The tresse also should be of crisped gold. 

With TOt, and tliese perchance I might be tryde. 
And knit ag.ainc with knot, that should not slide. 

Wyatt 


If I freely may discover 
What would please me in my lover : 
I would have her fair and wtty, 
Savouring more of court, than city ; 
A little proud, but full of pity : 
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Light, and humourous in her toying, 

Oft building hopes, and soon destroying, 
I^ong, but sncct in the enjojang; 

Neither too easy, nor too hard : 

All extremes 1 would hai’c barred. 

She should be allowed her passions. 

So they were but used as fashions; 
Somcrimes froward, and then frowning. 
Sometimes siclcish, and then swowning. 
Every fit with change still crowning. 

Purely jealous I would have her, 

Tlicn only constant when I crave her: 

"Pis a virnie sliould not save her. 

Tlius, nor her delicate would cloy me. 

Nor her peevishness annoy me. 

Ben Jonson 


May I find a woman fair; 

And her mind as clear as air ! 

If her beauty go alone, 

'Tis to me, as if ’twcrc none 1 

May I find a woman rich ; 

And not of too Iiigh a pitch! 

If that pride should cause disdain, 
Tell me. Lover! Where’s thy gain? 

May I find a woman wise; 

And her falsehood not disguise! 
I-Iath She wit, as She hath will. 
Double-armed She is to ill! 
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May I find a woman kind; 

And not wavering like the rvindl 
How should I call that Love mine. 
When 'tis his! and hisl and thine! 

May I find a woman true! 

There is Beauty’s fairest hue! 

There is Beauty, Love, and Wit ; 

Happy he can compass it! 

Beaumont 


. . . Yet, I would not deign embraces 
With the greatest, fairest. She; 

If another shared those graces. 
Which had been bestowed on me ! 
I gave that One 
My love; where none 
Shall come to rob me of my gain ! 
Your fickle hearts 
Make tears and arts; 

And all bestowed on me in vain ! 

I do not scorn to vow a duty. 

Where each lustful lad may woo ! 
Give me her! whose sunlike beauty, 
Buzzards dare not soar unto ! 

She, She, it is 
Affords that bliss ; 

For which, I would refuse no pain ! 
But such as you! 

Fond fools! adieu! 

You seek to captive me in vain . . . 
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Therefore, know, When I enjoy One, 
And for love employ my breath ; 

Site I court shall be a coy one, 

Tliough I win her with my death! 

A favour there, 

Few, aim at dare ! 

And if, perhaps, some Lover ’plain ; 

She IS not won. 

Nor I undone. 

By placing of my love in vain ! . . . 

Wither 


Be the Mistresse of my choice, 
Cleanc in manners, clccrc in voice : 
Be she witty, more tltcn wise ; 
Pure enough, though not Precise: 
Be she shewing in her dresse, 

Like a dvill Wilderness ; 

That the curious may detect 
Order in a sweet neglect : 

Be she rowiing in her eye. 
Tempting all the passers by: 

And each Ringlet of her hairc. 

An Enchantment, or a Snare, 

For to catch the Lookers on ; 

Let her Lucrcce all day be, 

Thais in the night, to me. 

Be she such as neither will 
Famish me, nor over-fll. 

Herrick 
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Shall I tell you, whom I love? 

Hearken tlrcn a while to me I 
And if such a woman move, 

As I now shall versify; 

Be assured, ’ris She, or none. 

That I love, and love alone ! 

Nature did her so much right. 

As She scorns tire help of Art ; 

In as many virtues dight 
As e’er yet embraced a heart ! 

So much good, so truly tried, 

Some for less were deified! 

Wit She hatlr; without desire 

To make known how much She hadi ! 
And her anger flames no higher 
Tlian may fitly sweeten wTath! 

Full of pity as may be; 

Though perhaps not so, to me! 

Reason masters every sense; 

And her virtues grace her birtli! 
Lovely, as all excellence! 

Modest, in her most of mirth ! 
Likelihood enough to prove 
Only Worth could kindly Love! 

Sudi She is ! and if you know 
Such a one as I have sung; 

Be she brown! or fair! or so 

That She be but somewliile young: 

Be assured, ’tis She, or none. 

That I love, and love alone ! 

William Browne 


197 



The English in Love 

TcH me not of a face tliat’s fair. 

Nor lip and check tliat's red, 

Nor of the tresses of her Iiair, 

Nor curls in order laid. 

Nor of a rare seraphic voice 
Tliat like an Angel sings; 

Tliough, if I were to lake my choice, 

I would have all these things! 

But if that thou wilt have me love. 

And it must be a She! 

Tlic only argument can move 
Is, Tliat She Hill love me! 

Tlte glories of you Ladies be 
But metaphors of things; 

And but resemble what we see 
Each common object brings. 

Roses out-red their lips and cheeks I 
Lilies, their whiteness stain ! 

What fool is he, that shadows seeks. 

And may the substance gain ! 

Tlien, if thbu’lt have me love a Lass; 

Let it be one that’s kind! 

Else I’m a Servant to the Glass 
That’s witli Canary lined! 

Alexander Brome 


A Mistris is not what thy faiicie makes her. 

But what her vertuc and her beauties speaks her 
She is a jewel, which a rich esteem 
Values below its worth, she doth not deem 
tpS 
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Each servant mad in love, but reconciles 
Their feares and hopes, she only smiles 
WHicn others laugh and giggle; her lips severe 
And close, as if each kissc a promise were ; 

Fresh as the blossoms of the Apple-tvoc. 

Sweet in tlie perfumes of Virgmitic: 

She puts a price on love ; not proudly coy. 

But modest in returncs ; the life of joy 
Which she conceives, i’ th’ thought of th’ nuptial 
bed. 

Is not the losing of her Maidcn-hcad, 

Or some such ticklish point, but to unite 
And knit her Bridegrooms soul in the delight 
Of a close twine, and when their lips do greet, 

She mingles flesh, that heart \vitli heart may meet. 
She’s wary in her gift and choice, but yet 
Like an enchanted Lady doth not set, 

Making her Lover a green-arniour-Knighl 
In a Romance-adventure, who must fight 
Widi monstrous giants, and with conqu’ring hand 
Win her from a fanastick-fairic-land ; 

No she’s discreetly chaste; not fond of love, 

Nor cruel in her Irowncs; her heart doth move 
Poys’d with her servants worth, and the advice 
Of her good frietids ; she’s neither cold as ice, 

Nor yet inflam’d; she’s neat and delicate. 

Yet not lascivious in her dresse; her gate 
Tempting, yet not affected, it hath more 
Of nature then the dance’, her caste o’ th’ eye 
Is amorous, yet not a glance doth flie, 

That hath a sparkle of lust; she’s all divine. 

And to be courted like a Cherubin. . . . 

Nathaniel Hookes 
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Oh! was there a man (but where shall I find 
Good sense and good nature so equally join’d?) 
W’ould value his pleasure, contribute to mine; 
Not meanly would boast, nor would lewdly design; 
Not over severe, yet not stupidly vain. 

For I would have tlie power, tho’ not give the pain. 

No pedant, yet learned ; no rake-helly gay. 

Or laughing, because he has nothing to say; 

To all my whole sex obliging and free. 

Yet never be fond. of any but me; 

Tn public preserve the decorum that’s just. 

And shew in his eyes he is true to his trust; 

Then rarely approach, and respectfully bow. 

But not fulsomely pert, nor yet foppishly low. 

But when the long hours of public are past. 

And we meet with diampagne and a chicken at 
last, 

May ev'ry fond pleasure that moment endear; 

Be banish’d afar both discretion and fear! 
Forgetting or scorning the airs of the crowd. 

He may cease to be formal and I to be proud, 

’Till lost in the joy, we confess that we live. 

And he may be rude, and yet I may forgive. 

And tliat my delight may be solidly fix'd, 

I.«t the friend and the lover be handsomely mix'd; 
In whose tender bosom my soul may confide, 

\^liosc kindness can soodic me, whose counsel can 
guide. 

From such a dear lover as here I describe. 

No danger should fright me, no millions should 
bribe; 
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But till this astonishing creature I know, 

As I long have liv’d chaste, I will keep myself so. 

Lady Mary Wortley Montagu 


First, I would have her riclily spread 
With Nature’s blossoms, white and rcdl 
For flaming hearts will quickly die, 
Tltat have not fuel from die eye. 

I’d have her wise enough to know 
When, and to whom, a grace to show! 
For she that doth at random choose ; 
She will as soon her choice refuse! 

And yet, methinks, I’d have her mind, 
To flowing courtesy inclined ; 

And tender-hearted as a Maid : 

Yet pity, only when I prayed. 

And I could wish her full of wit ; 

Knew She how for to housewife it! 

But she wiiosc wisdom makes her dare 
To try her ivit, will sell more ware! 

But let me see! Should she be proud; 

A litde pride should be allowed! 

Each amorous boy will sport and prate 
Too freely, where he finds not State. 

I care not much though She let down 
Sometime a chiding, or a frowoi ; 

But if She whoUy quench desire, 

’Tis hard to kindle a new fire! 
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To smile, to toy, is not amiss ; 

Sometimes to interpose a kiss : 

But not to cloy! Such things arc good. 
Vlcasnm for sauce; but not for food! 

Anon. 


Suains, I scorn ! tvho, nice and fair. 
Shiver at the morning air! 

Bough and hardy, bold and free. 

Be the man that 's made for me! 

Slaves to fashion, slaves to dress. 

Fops, tliemsclvcs alone caress! 

Let them without rival be; 

They arc not the men for me! 

He, whose nervous arm can dart 
'ITie jav’lin to the tiger’s hean. 

From all sense of danger free. 

He’s the man that ’s made for me! 

\\Tbilc his speed outstrips the wind, 
Loosciv wave Iris locks behind! 

From fantastic fopp'ry free. 

He ’s the man that ’s made for me! 

Nor simp'ring smile, nor dimple sleek. 
Spoil his manly sun-burnt cheek; 

By weather let him painted be! 

He s the man that 's made for me! . . . 

Anon. 
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Her for a Mistris, would I fainc enjoy, 

That hangs the lipp and pouts for every toy : 
Speaks like a wag, is hold, dares boldly stand 
And bid love welcome with a wanton hand. 
Laughs lowd, and for one blow will give you three 
And when shoe’s stabbd, will fall a kissing me. 

If slice be modest wise and chast of life. 

Hang her shoe’s good for nothing but a wife. 

Anon. 


A well-born and a pleasing Dame, 

Full of beauty, void of shame. 

Let her have store 

Of wcaltli, discredon, and good fame ; 
And able to appease my flame! 

I ask no more! 

Yet one thing more I Do not forget. 
Afore that I do do this feat, 

Forgot before, 

That she a virgin be, and neat ; 

Of whom, two sons I may beget! 

I ask no more! . . . 

Anon. 


Give me (since Heaven has shown 
It was not Good to be alone) 

A Partner suited to my Mind, 
Solitary, pleas’d, and kmd; 
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Wlio, partially, may soincilnng see 
Preferr'd to air the World in me; 

Slighting, hy my humble Side, 

Fame and Splcndonr, Wealth and Pride. . . . 

Lady Winchilsea 


Swains! I hate the bois’trous Fair; 
Who, bold, as.sumc a manly Air! 

Soft, unaffected, gentle, be 
Still the Girl that 's made for me! 

Let her not boast, like Man, to dare 
The dangers of the sylvan war; 

With gentler sports delighted be 
Tlic Girl that Fate ordains for mcl 

Nor pert Coquet, nor formal Prude; 

Gay let her be, but never rudel 
From Airs, from flights, from Vapours, 
free; 

She’s the Girl that’s made for me I 

Her well-diosc dress, in cv’ry part, 

Be artful without shewing art ; 

From all fantastic fashions free. 

She’s the Girl that’s made for mcl 

Loose flow her locks, without constraint! 
Her healthy checks, let Nature paint! 

To all a Goddess seem to be; 

And prove a Woman stiU to me ! 

Charles Sackville 
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A lip pouting ripe, or a ringlet of hair, 

Witli indilFrencc I oft have withstood ; 

And spoke of a face tlic most perfectly fair. 
As a compound of mere flesh and blood! 

To no sad extreme of despair ever drove, 

My sentiments once diet I hide ; 

Or think tlie poor nonsense of Beauty and Love 
An excuse for Ill-nature and Pride 1 

The Virgin, for whom I am fated to sigh. 

Must be wholly divested of art! 

Must have all tlie Graces to beam in her eye ; 
And the Virtues to dwell in her heart ! 

Her breast with tliat exquisite fire must be 
fraught, 

Wliich on mine has so tenderly stole. 

That thought, all transported, may meet 
against thought; 

And soul fondly spring up to soul 

Hugh Kelly 


The shape and face let others prize. 
And features of the Fair ! 

I look for spirit in her eyes. 

And meaning in her Air! 

A rosy cheek and lily arm 
Shall ne’er my fancy win ! 

Give me an animated Form, 

That speaks a mind within ! 
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A Soul where virtuous Honour shines ; 

^^^lcrc Sense and Sweetness move! 
Wlicrc Angel Innocence refines 
Tlic tenderness of Love! 

These are the life of Bcautj’'s frame! 

Without whose vital aid. 

Unfinished all her features seem. 

And all her colours dead! 

Anon. 


Thus was the picture of die man portray’d. 
By merit destined for so rare a maid ; 

At whose request she might cxcliange her state. 
Or still be happy in a virgin's fate: — 

He must he one widi manners like her own. 

His life unquestion’d, his opinions known; 

His stainless virtue must all tests endure, 

His honour spotless, and his bosom pure ; 

She no allowance made for sex or times, 

Of lax opinion — crimes were ever crimes; 

No wretch forsaken must lus frailty curse 
No spurious offspring drain his private purse ; 
He at all times his passion must command. 

And yet possess — or be refused her hand. 

Crabbe 


Yes, I could love if I could find 
A mistress fitted to my mind 
Whom neither gold nor pride could 
move 

To change her virtue or her love; 
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Loves to go neat, not to go fine, 
Loves for myself, and not for mine ; 
Not city proud, nor nice and coy, 
But full of love, and full of joy ; 

Not childish young, no beldame old. 
Nor fiery hot, nor icy cold. 

Not gravely nise to rule the state. 
Not foolish to be pointed at ; 

Not worldly rich, nor basely poor. 
Nor chaste, nor a reputed whore: 

If such a one you can discover, 

Pray, Sir, intitle me her lover. 

Anon. 


I’m told by the wise ones, a Maid I shall die. 
They say, I’m too nice; but the charge I denyl 
I know but too well, how time flics along ! 

Tlrat we live but few years ; and yet fewer arc 
young! 

But I hate to be cheated! and never will buy 
"V^TioIe ages of sorrow for moments of joy! 

I never will wed till a Youth I can find, 

Where die Friend and die Lover arc equally 
joined I 

No pedant, though learned; or foolishly gay. 

Or laugliing beefcuse he has notliing to say! 

To ev'ry Fair One obliging and free; 

But never be fond of any but me ! 

In whose tender bosom, my soul may confide! 
Whose kindness can sooth me! whose counsels can 
guide ! 
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Such a Youth I would marry, if such I could find; 

\^0jere tlic Friend and tl»c I>ovcr are equally 
joined! 

From such a dear Lover as here I describe. 

No danger should fright me! not millions should 
bribe! 

But till this astonislting creature I know. 

I'm single and happy! and still will be sol 

You may laugh, and suppose I am nicer than wise! . 

But I’ll shun the vain Fop! the dull Coxcomb 
despise ! 

Nor ever will wed till a Youth I can find, 

Wlierc the Friend and the Lover arc equally 
joined ! 

Anon. 


Somewhere beneath the sun, 

These quivering heart-strings prove it, 
Somctvhcrc there must be one 
Made for this soul, to move it; 

Some one that hides her sweetness 
From neighbours whom she slights. 
Nor can attain completeness. 

Nor give her heart its rights; 

Some one whom I could court 
With no great diangc of manner, 

Sdll holding reason’s fort# 

Though watang fancy’s banner; 

A lady not so queenly 
As to disdain my hand. 

Yet born to smile serenely 
Like those that rule the land ; 
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Noble, but not too proud; 

With soft hair simply folded, 

And bright face crcsccnt-browcd, 

And throat by Muses moulded ; 
And cvclids lightly failing 
On little glistening seas. 

Deep-calm, when gales arc brawling, 
Though stirred by every breeze : 
Swift voice, like flight of dove 
Through minster arches floating. 
With sudden turns when love 
Gets overncar to doting ; 

Keen lips that shape soft sayings 
Like crystals of the snow, 

Witlr pretty half-betrayings 
Of things one may not know; 

Fair hand, whose touches thrill, 

Like golden rod of wonder. 

Which Hermes wields at will 
Spirit and flesh to sunder; 

Light foot, to press the surrup 
In fearlessness and glee. 

Or dance, till finches chirrup. 

And stars sink to tire sea. 

Forth, Love, and find this maid, 
\Vliercvcr she be hidden ; 

Speak, Love, be not afraid ; 

But plead as thou art bidden; 

And say, tliat he who taught tliec 
His yearning want and pain. 

Too dearly, dearly bought thee 
To part with thee in vain. 

William Cory 
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lie wished that sonic good and pure creature 
would fall in love with him, in order that he might 
marry her. I-Ie wanted some spontaneous exhibi- 
tion of innocent feeling, which might justify him 
in saying, “ I am beloved ! ” He felt little capacity 
for loving, on liis own side; but he thought that he 
would he grateful to any good woman who would 
regard Iiim with disinterested affection, and that 
he would devote bis life to making her hmipy. 

" Jt would be something to feel tliat if I iverc 
smashed in a railway accident, or dropped out of 
a balloon, some one creature in this world would 
tliink it a lonelier place for lack of me.” 

Miss Braddon 


. . My husband must be so devoted to me that 
anvtliing I do will seem good and charming. . . If 
I can’t get that ... I must have a man who doesn’t 
care what I do. ... To my husband I must never 
be in bad fonn. If others did what I do, it might 
be bad form, but with me. no. Bad form is one of 
those qualities which my hu.sband must think 

impossible for me, simply because I am I Then, 

of course, there’s the quesdon of money. I must 
have lots of money. Yes, a big must and a big 
lot. It’s not your fault that you haven’t got any, 
and it wouldn’t have been your fault if you’d been 
born with no nose; but I cotildn'i marry a man 
who was without citlicr. . . . It’s all very well to 
call it a worldly view, but it is a perfeedy true 
one for me. Don’t you sec I must have everyuliing 
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I want. It is what I live on, all this. . . . All these 
people must know who I am .and that they .should 
do that, I must have everything at my com- 
mand. . . 

E. F. Benson 
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He wished that some good and pure creature 
tvotild fall in love tvith him, in order that he miglit 
marry her. He wanted .some spontaneous exhibi- 
tion of innocent feeling, whicli might justify him 
in s.'iying, “ I am beloved! ” He felt little capacit)’ 
for loving, on his own side; hut he thought that he 
would he grateful to any good woman who would 
regard him with disinterested alTection, and that 
he would devote his life to making her happy. 

" It would be something to feel that if I were 
smashed in a railway accident, or dropped out of 
a balloon, some one creature in this world would 
think it a lonelier place for lack of me.” 

Miss Braddon 


“. . . My husband must be so devoted to me that 
anything I do will seem good and charming. . . If 
I can’t get that ... I must have a man who doesn’t 
care what I do. . . . To my husband I must never 
be in bad form. If others did what I do, it might 
be bad form, but witlt me, no. Bad form is one of 
those qualities which my husband must think 

impossible for me, simply because I am I Then, 

of course, there’s the question of money. I must 
have lots of money. Yes, a big must and a big 
lot. It’.s not your fault that you haven’t got any, 
and it wouldn't have been your fault if you'd been 
born with no nose; but I couldn't marry a man 
who was without either. . . . It’s all very well to 
call it a worldly view, but it is a perfectly true 
one for me. Don’t you see I must have everything 
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Such moving sighs I such undissembied tcarsl 
Such charms of language! such hopes mixed 
with fears! 

Such grants, after denials! such pursuits. 
After despair! such amorous recruits! 

WitxiAM Caktwright 


" There is nothing so difficult to describe, and 
generally so dull -jchcn described, as scenes of ex- 
cessive tenderness.” 

‘‘Can you think so?" says Miss Matthews; 
" surely there is nothing so charming! ’’ 

Fielding 


The pleasantest part of a man’s life is generally 
that which passes in courtship, provided hts passion 
be sincere, and the parly beloved kind with dis- 
cretion. 

Addison 


Oh, my young friends, how delightful is the 
beginning of a love-business, and how undignified, 
sometimes, the cndl 


Thackeray 



Truly sir William (quoth she) though there be 
many reasons to make me deny your suite, yet 
there is one above the rest that causes me I cannot 
love you. 

Now I pray thee, my wench, let me know that 
(quotli he) and I will amend it whatsoever it be. 

Pardon me sir (said Margaret) if I should speake 
niy mind, it would possibly offend you, and I do 
nie no pleasure because it is a defect in nature, 
which no phisickc can cure. 

Sir William hearing on her so, being abashed at 
her speech, said, Faire Margaret, let me (if I may 
obt.aine no more at thy hands) yet intreat thee to 
know what this defect should be, I am not wry- 
necky, crook-legd, stud-footed, lame-handed, nor 
bleare-eyed: what can make this dislike? I never 
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knew any body ihai tookc exceptions at my per- 
son before. 

And the more sorry am I (quotli she) that I was 
so malapert to speak it, but pardon my presump- 
tion, good sir William, I would 1 liad been like 
the storke tonguelessc, then should I never have 
caused your disquiet. 

Nay sweet Margaret (quotli he) tell me dearc 
love, I commend thy singlcne.sse of heart, good 
Margaret speakc. 

Good sir William let it rest (quoth she) I know 
YOU will not belceve it when I have revealed it, 
neither is it a thing that you can hclpc; and yet 
such is my foolishncsse, had it not becne for that, 
I diinkc verily I had granted your suite ere now. 
But seeing you urge me so much to know what 
it is, 1 will tell you : it is sir, your ill-favoured great 
nose, that han^ sagging so lothsomely to your lips, 
that I cannot find, in my heart so much as to kissc 
you. 

Thomas Deloncy 


A blithe and bonny Country Lass 
Heigh-ho! the bonny Lass! 

Sat sighing on the tender grass. 

And, weeping, said, “ Will none come woo 
me? ” 

A smicker boy, a litlier Swain, 

Heigh-ho! a smicker Swain! 

That in his love was wanton fain, 

With smiling looks, straight came to her. 
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as the wanton Wench espied 
Heigh-ho! when she espied! 

The means to make herself a Bride, 

She simpered 'smooth like bonny bell. 
The Swain, tliat saw her scj^nint-cycd kind. 
Heigh-ho! squint-eyed kind! 

His .arms about her body twined, 

And “ Fair Lass, how fare vc? Well ! ” 

The Country Kit said “ Well ! forsootli ! ” 
Heigh-ho I Well, forsooth! 

" But that I have a longing tooth, 

A longing tooth that makes me cry 1 ” 

" Alas I ” said he, “ what gars thy grief? ” 
Heigh-ho! what gars thy grief? 

“ A wound,” quoth she, “ without relief! 

I fear a Maid that I shall die I ” 

“ If that be all.” the Shepherd said. 
Heigh-ho! the Shepherd said! 

“I’ll make tliec wive it, gentle Maid; 

And so rccurc thy malady! ” 

Hereon they kissed, with many an oath ! 

Heigh-ho! with many an oath! 

And ’lore God Pan did plight their trodi ; 
And to the Church, they hied diem fast ! 

And God send every pretty peat, 

Heigh-ho! the pretty peat! 

That fears to die of this conceit 
So kind a friend, to help at last! 

Thomas Lodge 
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Madame (cjiioih he) for that I see you sitting 
thus soliiarie m dumps, I am the bolder to prease 
in place, although the most unworthie man to 
supplic it. Hoping you will pardon my rudcncsse 
for troubling thus rnshlie your musing meditations, 
and count my companie the less olTcnsivc in that I 
see you busied with no such serious matters whcrc- 
unto my presence may bee grcatlic prejudicial!. . . . 
For I tntist of force confesse Madame, that the 
giftes of nature so abundantlic bestowed uppon 
you. your excelcnt bcautie and exquisite vertue, 
have so sealed the wals of my fancic, and sacked 
the fort of my frecdomc, that for my last refuge I 
am forced to ajtjteale unto your curtesie, as the 
onelie medicine which may cure my intollcrablc 
disease. Naie incurable I may wcl call it, for (I 
speake with icarcs outwardlic, and drops of bloud 
inw'ardlic) unlessc the misling showers of your 
mercic mittigatc the force of my fancic, the 
droppes of your princclie favour quench the flame 
of my affection, and the guerdon of your good will 
give a soveraigne plaistcr for my secret sore, I am 
like to pass my lilc in more miseric, than if I had 
taken the infcrnall torments. But I hope it is not 
possible, out of a fragrant flower a filthie sappe, and 
from such divine bcautie should proceed hate and 
hellish crueltie. 

Robert Gree?ie 


Nothing but No, and Aye, and Aye and A^o? 
How falls it out so strangely you reply? 
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I tell ye, fair, I’ll not be answered so, 

With this aflirming No, denying Aye. 

I say " I love,” you slightly answer Aye ; 

I say “ you love,” you pule me out a No ; 

I say “ I die,” you echo me an Aye ; 

“ Save me,” I cry, you sigh me out a No ; 

Must woe and 1 have nought but No and Aye} 
No I am 1, if I no more can have ; 

Answer no more, witli silence make reply. 

And let me take myself what I do crave. 

Let No and Aye with I and you be so ; 

Then answer No, and Aye, and Aye and No. 

Drayton 


Sweet, if you like and love me still. 

And yield me love for my goodwill. 

And do not from your promise start, 
Wien your fair hand gave me your heart ; 
If dear to you I be. 

As you arc dear to me : 

Tlicn yours I am, and will be ever. 

Nor time nor place my love can sever, 

But faithful will I still persever, 

Like constant marble stone. 

Loving but you alone. 

But if you favour more tlian me, 

Wlio love thee still, and none but thee ; 

If others do the harvest gain 
That’s due to me for all my pain ; 

If that you love to range. 

And oft to chop and change : 
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Then get yon some noH-fanglcd mate; 

My doting love shall turn to hate. 
Esteeming you, though too too late. 

Not tiorth a pebble stone. 

Loving not me alone. 

Francis Davison 


I smile to see hotv you devise 

New masking nets my eyes to blear! 
Yourself you cannot so disguise 
But as you arc, you must appear! 

Your privy tvinks at board I see, 

And how you set your roving mind ; 
Yourself you cannot hide from me ! 
Although I uink, I am not blind ! 

Tltc secret sighs and feigned cheer 
That oft doth pain thy careful breast. 
To me right plainly doth appear. 

I sec in whom tliy heart doth rest! 

And though diou mak’st a feigned vow. 
That Love no more thy heart should nip ! 
Yet think! I know as well as thou. 

The fickle helm doth guide the ship. 

The salamander in the fire. 

By course of kind, doth badte his limbs. 
The floadng fish tak’th his desire 

In running streams where as he swims. 
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So tliou, in diangc dost take delight! 

Full well I know thy slippery kind! 

In vain tltou seem'st to dim mv sight; 

Thy rolling eyes bewray’ th ihy mind ! 

I see him smile, that doth possess 

Thy love, which once I honoured most. 

If lie be wise, he may well guess. 

Thy love soon won, will soon he lost! 

And sith thou canst no man entice, 

That he should still love thee alone ; 

Thy beauty now hath lost her price I 
I see thy savoury scent is gone ! 

Therefore leave off thy wonted play; 

But, as thou art, thou wilt appear 1 
Unless tliou canst dedse a way 
To dark the sun, that shines so clear. 

And keep thy friend that thou hast won 1 
In truth to him, thy love supply I 
Lest he, at length, as I have done. 

Take off thy bells, and let dice fly! 

Anon. 


Lover : 

Tell me, Eutresia ! since my fate, 

And thy more powerful form, decree 

My heart an Immolation at thy Shrine; 
Where it is ever to incline : 
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{ Ion* I must love- and at what rate, 

And by what stcjts, and what degrees, 

I shall mv hopes enlarge; and mv desires 
confine? 

Mistress: 

First, when thy flames begin; 

See, they burn all witliin I 
And so. as lookers-on may not descry 
Smoke in a sigh; or sparkles in an eve! 

I'd have thy love a good while there. 

Ere thine own heart had been aware! 

And I, myself, would choose to know it 
First, by thy care and cunning not to show it! 

Lover: 

Wltcn my flame, thine own way, is thus betrayed; 

Must it be still afraid? 

May it not be sharp-sighted too, as well; 

And know thou know’st, that wliich it dare not telll 
And, by that knowledge, find it may 
Tell itself o’er a louder way! 

Mistress: 

Let me alone a while! 

For so thou mayest beguile 
My heart to a consent, 

Long ere it meant! 

For whilst I dare not disapprove. 

Lest that betray a knowledge of thy love; 

I shall be so accustomed to allow, " 

Tliat I shall not know how 
To be displeased, when thou shalt it avow! 
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Lover: 

When, by love’s powerful secret sympathy, 

Our souls arc got dnis nigh ; 

And that, by one another seen. 

There needs no breath to go between : 
Though in the main agreement of our breasts, 
Our Hearts subscribe as Interests; 

Will it not need 

The tongue’s sign too, as Witness to the deed? 
Mistress : 

Speak then ! But wheti you tell tlic talc 
or what you ail ; 

Let it be so disordered, that I may 
Guess only thence, what you would say. 

Then, to speak sense, 

Were an oflencc ! 

And ’twill thy Passion tell the subtlest way : 

Not to know what to say. 

Carciu 


Under the willow shades they were 
Free from the eye-sight of the sun. 

For no intruding beam could there 

Peep tlirough to spy what things were done. 
Thus shelter’d they unseen did lye 
Surfeiting on eacli other’s eye. 

Defended by the willow' shades alone. 

The sun’s heat they defied, and cool’d their 
ow'n. 

Whilst they did embrace unspy'd 
The conscious willows seem’d to smile, 
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That ilicy with privacj’ supplied. 
Holding the door as 'twcrc the while. 

And when their dalliances were o’er, 

The willows to oblige ’em more. 

Bowing did seem to say, as thev withdrew, 
We can supply yon ts'ith a cradfc too, 

D’Avenant 


DcUuh. What would you doc, that tints you urge 
my stay? 

I'lorclltis. Nothitig I sweare that should offend a 
Saint, 

Nothing which can call ttp thy maiden bloud 
To lend thy face a blush, nothing which dtastc 
And vertuous sisters can deny their Brothers, 

I doc confesse I love you, but the fire 
In tvhich Jove courted bis ambitious Mistris, 

Or that by holy men on Altars kindled, 

Is not .so pure as mine is; I would only 
Gaze thus upon thee; feed my hungry eyes 
Someumes nith those bright tresses, which the 
wind 

Farre happier than I, playes up and downc in. 

And sometimes with thy chcckcs, those rosy twins; 
Tlicn gently touch thy hand, and often kiss it, 
Till thou th)' sclfe shouldst chcckc my modesty 
And yceld thy lips, but further, though thou 
should’st 

Like other maids with weak resistance aske it, 
(Whiclt I am sure thou wilt not) I’de not offer 
Till law’full Hymen joync us both, and give 
A licence unto my desires. 

Cowley 
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Avictas. 

Think’st thou that this love can stand, 
Whilst thou still dost say me nay? 

Love tutpaid does soon disband ; 

Love binds love, as hay binds hay. 

Theslylis. 

Think’st thou that this rope uould twine. 
If we both should turn one way? 

Where both parties so combine. 

Neither love will twist, nor hay. 

Amcias. 

Thus you viiin excuses find. 

Which yourself and us delay : 

And love tics a woman’s mind 
Looser than with ropes of hay. 

Tliestylis. 

What you cannot constant hope 
Must be taken as you may. 

Atnetas. 

Then let’s both lay by our rope. 

And eo kiss within tlie hay. 

Marvell 


Romira! stay; 

And run not tints, like a young roe, away 1 
See, see, the sun 

Does slowly to liis azure lodging run 1 
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Come, sit but here! 

And presently lie’ll tjuit onr hemisjihcre. 

So still, among 

I^ivers, time is too short; or else too long! 

Here, will we spin 

Legends for them, tliai have Love's Martyrs been! 
Here, on this plain, 

W'e’Il t.'ilk Narcissus to :i flower again ! 

Come here, and choose 
On which of these proud plats, thou would’st 
repose I 

Here, may St thou shame 
The rusty violets, with the crimson flame 
Of either check ; 

And primroses white as thy fingers seek! 

Nay ! thou mayst prove. 

That Man’s most noble Passion is to love! 

John Hall 


At tea he gave me an account of all the Religious 
Societies, unask'd; and how many hoys they had 
put out 'prentices, and girls they had taught to 
knit, and sing Psalms. To all of which I gave a 
nod of approljation, and was just able to say (for I 
began to be horribly in the vapours). It was a very 
excellent charity. Oh, ay. Madam, said he again 
(for that’s his word, 1 find), a very excellent one 
truly; it is snatclting .so many brands out of the 
fire. You arc a contributor,- sir, I doubt not. O, 
■ay, madam, to be sure; every good man would con- 
tribute to such a worthy charity, to be sure. No 
<loubt, sir, a blessing attends upon all who promote 
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so worthy a design. O, ay, madam, no doubt, as 
you say: I am sure I have found it; blessed be 
God! And then he twang'd his nose, and lifted 
up his eyes, as if in an ejaculation. 

O, my good Aunt, what a man is here for an 
husbancl! At last came the happy moment of his 
taking leave; for I would not ask him to stay 
supper : And moreover, he talk’d of going to a lec- 
ture at St. Helen’s. And then (tho’ 1 had an 
opportunity of saying little more than Yes, and No, 
ail the time; for he took the vapours he had put 
into me, for devotion, or gravity at least, I bcleave) 
he press’d my hand, look’d jrightjully kind, and 
gave me to understand as a mark ol bis favour, 
that if, upon further conversation, and inquiry 
into my character, he should happen to like me as 
well as he did from my behaviour and person; 
why, truly, I need not fear in dine, being blessed 
with him for my husband! 

This, my good Aunt, may be a mighty safe way 
of travelling towards the iMiid of Matrimony, as 
far as I know ; but I cannot help wishing for a little 
more entertainment on our journey. 

Richardson 


Mrs. Sealand. How do I admire this noble, this 
learned taste of yours, and the worthy regard you 
have to our own ancient and honourable house in 
consulting a means to keep the blood as pure and 
as regularly descended as may be. 

Cimberton. Why, really, madam, the young 
Women of tliis age are treated witlt discourses of 
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such a tendency, and their imaginations so be- 
wildered in flesh and blood, tliat a man of reason 
can’t talk to be understood. They have no ideas 
of happiness, but what arc more gross than tlie 
gratification of hunger and thirst. 

Luchtda {aside). With how much reflection he 
is a coxcomb ! 

Cimbertnu. And in truth, madam, I have con- 
sidered it as a most brutal custom that persons of 
the first character in the world should go as 
ordinarily', and with as little shame, to bed as to 
dinner with one another. They proceed to the pro- 
pagation of the species as openly as to the preserva- 
tion of the individual. 

Lucinda (aside). She that willingly goes to bed 
to thee must have no shame. I’m sure. 

Mrs. Scaland. Oh, cousin Cimberton! cousin 
Cimbcrtonl how abstracted, how refined is your 
sense of things! But, indeed, it is too true tlicre is 
nothing so ordinary as to say, in the best governed 
’ families, my master and lady have gone to bed; 
one docs not know but it might have been said of 
one’s self. (Hiding her face svith her fan.) 

Cimberton. Lveurgus, madam, instituted other- 
wise; among die jLacedxmonians the whole female 
world was pregnant, but none but the mothers 
themselves knew by whom; their meetings were 
secret, and the amorous congress always by stealth ; 
and no such professed doings between the sexes as 
arc tolerated among us under the audacious word, 
marriage. 

Mrs. Sealand. Oh, had I lived in those days and 
been a matron of Sparta, one might with less in- 
decency have had ten children, according to that 
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modest institution, than one, under the confusion 
oi our modern, barefaced manner. 

Lucinda (aside). And yet, poor woman, she has 
gone tltrough tire whole ceremony, and here I stand 
a melancholy proof of it. 

Mrs. Svaland. We will talk then of business. 
That girl walking about the room there is to be 
your wife. She has, I confess, no ideas, no senti- 
ments, that .speak her born of a thinking mother. 

Cinibcrton, I have observed her; her lively 
look, free air, and disengaged countenance speak 
her verj' 

Lucinda. Very what? 

Cinibcrton. It you please, madam — to set her 
a little drat rvay. 

Mrs. Sealand. Lucinda, say nothing to him, 
you arc not a match for him; when you arc 
married, you may speak to such tt huslrand when 
you’re spoken to. But I am disposing of you above 
. yourscli every way. 

Cimberton. Madam, you cannot but observe 
the inconveniences I expose myself to. in hopes that 
your ladyship will be the consort of my better part. 
As for the young woman, she is rather an impedi- 
ment than a help to a man of letters and specula- 
tion. Madam, there is no reflection, no philosophy, 
can at all times subdue the sensidvc life, but the 
animal shall sometimes carry away the man. Hal 
ay, die vermilion of her lips. 

Lucinda. Pray, don’t talk of me thus. 

Cimberton. The pretty enough — pant of her 
, bosom. 

Lucinda. Sir! madam, don’t you hear him? 

Cimberton. Her forward clicst. 
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Lucinda. Intolerable! 

Cimbcrlon. High health. 

Lucinda. The grave, easy impiiclencc of liim ! 

Cimbcrlon. Proud licarr. 

Lucinda. Stupid co.xcomh! 

Cimbcrlon. I say, madam, Iter impatience, 
while tve arc looking at her, throws out all attrac- 
tions — her arms — her neck — what a spring in her 
step! 

Lucinda. Don’t you run over me thus, you 
.strange unacconmablc! 

Cimbcrlon. What an elasticity in her vcin.s and 
arteries! 

Lucinda. I have no veins, no arteries. 

Mrs. Scaland. Oh, cliild! hear liim, he talks 
finely; he’s a .scholar, he knows what you have. 

Cimbcrlon. Tlte speaking inHtation of her 
shape, the gathering of her.self up, and die indig- 
nation you see in the pretty little thing — Now, I 
am considering her, on this occasion, but as one 
that is to be pregnant. 

Lucinda {aside). The familiar, learned, un- 
-seasonablc puppy! 

Cimbcrlon. And pregnant undoubtedly she 
tvill be yearly. I fear I .shan’t, for many years, have 
discretion enough to give her one fallow season. 

Lucinda. Monster! there’s no bearing it. The 
hideous sot! there’s no enduring it, to be tlms sur- 
veyed like a steed at sale. 

Cimbcrlon. At sale! She’s very illiterate — ^But 
she’s very well limbed too; turn her in; I see what 
she is. {Exil Lucinda, in a rage.) 

Sicele 
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To Hamet, then, my life, <'incl my bliss, I turned ; 
and, over a pot of tea, was as happy, I am sure, as 
ever with his Statira sat the conquerer of the world 
I began to relate once more the story of a passion 
that was to form one day, I hoped, my sole felicity 
in this world; :md with vows :md protestations 
.affirmed that I loved her from my soul. “ Charm- 
ing angel,” I said, “the beauties of your mind have 
inspired me with a passion that must increase every 
time I behold the harmony of your face; and by 
the powers divine, I swear to love you as long as 
Heaven shall permit me to breathe the vital .air. 
Bid me then either live or die, and while I do live 
be assured that mv life will lie devoted to you 
only." But in vain was all this warmth. Miss h.Wl 
sat as unmoved as Erycina on a monument, and 
only answered with a smile. ” Since your days sir, 
are in my disposal, I desire you will change to some 
other .subject; and some article that is rational and 
useful; otherwise I must leave the room.” 

“ To leave me,” I replied, “ would be insupport- 
able; and therefore at once I have done: if you 
please then, madam, we will consider the miracle 
at Babel, and enquire into the langu.agc of the 
world at that time. . . . For my part, I think with 
Hutcliinson ...” 

“ As to a confusion of confessions,” repliecl Miss 
Noel, “ it appears to me to be a notion without 
any foundation to rest on. The argument of 
Hutclrinson that the word ‘ shepah the name for 
a lip, when used for the voice or speech, is never 
once in the Bible used in any other sense than for 
confession ... (4 pages folloio) . . ■ The Aramitish 
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was the cii5toniary language of the line of Sliem. 
It was tlteir vulgar tongue, 'flic language of the 
old world, tliat was spoken immediately before the 
confusion, was called Hebrew, from Heber, which 
they reserved for sacred uses." 

1 lerc Miss Noel ended, and my amazement was 
so great, and my passion had risen so high for such 
uncommon feminine intelligence that 1 could not 
help snatching this beauty to my anns, and with- 
out thinking of what I did, impressed on her balmy 
lips half a dozen kisses. This was wrong, and gave 
very great offence, but she was too good to be im- 
plac.able, and on my begging her pardon and pro- 
testing it was not a wilftil rudeness hut the magic 
of her glorious eyes, and the bright powers of her 
mind that had had transported me beside myself, 
she was reconciled, and asked me if I would play a 
game at cards? " With delight,” I replied, and 
immediately a pack was brought in. 

Thomas Atnory 


“ By heaven, by all that is sacred ! ” s.iid Jones . . 
"The delicacy of your sex cannot conceive the 
grossness of ours, nor how little one sort of amour 
has to do widi the heart.” “ I will never marry a 
man,” replied Sophia very gravely, “ who shall not 
learn refinement enough to be as incapable as I am 
myself of making such a distinction." " I will learn 
it,” said Jones, " I have learned it already. The 
first moment of hope tliat my Sophia might be my 
wife taught it me at once; and all the rest of 
her sex from that moment became as little the 
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object of desire to my senses as of passion to mv 
heart.” 

Fielding 


Behold, my Fair! where’er we rove, 

What dreary prospects round us rise! 
Tlic naked lull! the leafless grove! 

The hoary ground! the frowning skies! 

Not only through the wasted plain, 

Stern Winter! is thy force confessed! 
Still wider spreads thy horrid reign! 

I feel diy power usurp my breast ! 

Enliven Hope and fond Desire, 

Resign tlie heart to Spleen and Care ! 
Scarce frighted Love maintains her lire. 
And Rapture saddens to Despair ! 

In groundless Hope and causeless Fear, 
Unhappy man ! behold thy doom I 
Sdll changing with the changeful year. 
The slave of sunshine and of gloom ! 

Tired with vain joys, and false alarms; 

With mental and corporeal strife ; 
Snatch me, my Stella, to thy arms, 

And shield me from the Ills of Life! 

Samuel Johnson 


Relent, at last, my cruel Fair relent, 
And listen kindly to my just complaint. 
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TJiink on the Passion that’s already past, 

Think that the passion will for ever last. 

0 sec with what impatient Fires I burn. 

And let your pitying heart make some return, 
hly Manics arc so sincere, my Love is such. 

Some you shotdd show — you cannot show too 
much. 

JIow blest .should I in your possession be? 

How happy miglit you make your.self in me? 

No Mi.strc.ss ever led so sweet a Life, 

A.s you should in th" exploded dting, a Wife; 
Years should roll round on Years, and Ages move 
In Circles, Crown’d in everlasting Love. 

Our mutual Joys, should like your Charms be new, 
And all my business be to merit you. . . . 

Charles Hol>hms 

Young Daphne was the prettiest Maid 
Tile eyes of Love could see; 

Anti but one fauit the Charmer had 
• 'Twas cruelty to me! 

No Swain that e’er the Nymph adored, 

Whas fonder, or was younger; 

Yet ivhcn her pity I implored, 

’Twas " Stay a little longer! ” 

It chanced I met the blooming Fair, 

One Mav morn, in the grove. 

When Cupid whispered in my ear, 

“ Now, now, ’s the time for love 1 ” 

I clasped the Maid. It waked her pride. 

*' What 1 did I mean to wrong her? ” 

“ Not so, my gentle Dear 1 ” I cried, 

“ But love will stay no longer I ” 
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Tlicn, kneeling at her feet, I swore 
How much 1 loved ! how well ! 

And that my heart, which beat for her, 
With her should ever dwell! 

Consent stood speaking in the eye 
Of all my care’s prolonger ; 

Yet Daphne tittered, with a sigh, 

“ Oh 1 stay a little longer 1 ” 

The conflict in her soul I saw 
’Twixt Virtue and Desire, 

“ 0, come I ” I cried, “ let 1 lymcn’s law 
Give sanction to Love’s fire! ” 

Ye Lovers! guess how great my joys! 

Could rapture well prove stronger, 

When Virtue spoke, in Dajthne’s voice, 

" You, now, shall stay no longer! ” 

Samuel Boyce 


Now, through iltc lane, up hill, and ’cross the 
green, 

(Seen by but few, and blushing to be seen — 
Dejected, thoughtful, anxious, and afraid,) 

Led by the lover, walk’d the silent maid. 

Slow tlnrough the meadows roved they many a 
mile. 

Toy’d by each bank, and trifled by each stile ; 
Where, as he painted every blissful view. 

And highly coloured what he strongly drew. 

The pensive damsel, prone to tender fears, 
Dimm’d the false prospect with prophetic tears, 
Thus pass’d th’ allotted hours, till lingering late. 
The lover loiter’d at the master’s gate ; 
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Think on the Passion that’s already past, 

Tliink that the passion will for ever last. 

O see witli what impatient Fires I burn. 

And let your pitying heart make some return. 

My Flames arc so sincere, my Love is such, 

Some you .should .show — ^you cannot show too 
much. 

How blest should I in your possession be? 

How happy might you make yourself in me? 

No Mistress ever led so sweet a Life, 

As you should in th’ exploded thing, a Wife; 
Years should roll round on Years, and Ages move 
In Circles, Crown’d in everlasting Love. 

Our mutual Joys, should like your Charms be new, 
And all my business be to merit you. , . . 

Charles Hopkins 

Ybung Daphne was the prettiest Maid 
The eyes of Love could sec ; 

And but one fault the Charmer had 
• 'Twas cruelty to me I 
No Swain that e’er the Nymph adored. 

Was fonder, or was younger; 

Yet when her pity I implored, 

’Twas “ Stay a little longer I ” 

It chanced I met the blooming Fair, 

One May morn, in the grove. 

When Cupid whispered in my ear, 

" Now, now, ’s the time for love! ” 

I clasped the Maid. It waked her pride. 

“ What! did I mean to wrong her? ” 

“ Not so, my gentle Dear! ” I cried, 

“ But love will stay no longer! ” 
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Then, kneeling ai her feer, I swore 
How iTiiich 1 loved ! how well ! 

And that my heart, which beat for her. 
With her should ever dwell! 

Consent stood speaking in the eye 
Of all my care’s prolonger ; 

Yet Daphne uttered, with a sigh, 

“ Oh! stay a little longer! ” 

The conflict in her soul I saw 
'Twixt Virtue and Desire, 

“ 0, come! ” I cried, “ let Hymen’s law 
Give sanction to Love’s fire! ” 

Ye Lovers! guess how great my joys! 

Could rapture well prove stronger, 

V^hen Virtue spoke, in Daphne's voice, 

“ You, now, shall stay no longer! ” 

Samuel Boyce 


Now, tlirough the lane, up hill, aiul ’cross the 
green, 

(Seen by but few, and blushing to be seen — 
Dejected, thoughtful, anxious, and afraid,) 

Led by the lover, walk’d the silent maid. 

Slow tlrrough the meadows roved they many a 
mile. 

Toy’d by each bank, and trifled by each stile ; 
Where, as he painted every blissful view. 

And highly coloured what he strongly drew, 

The pensive damsel, prone to tender fcap, 
Dimm’d the false prospect with prophetic tears, 
Thus pass’d th’ allotted hours, till lingering late. 
The lover loiter’d at the master’s gate ; 
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There he pronounced adieu ! and yet would stay. 
Till chidden — soothed — entreated — ^forced away; 
He would of coldness, though indulged, complain. 
And oft retire, and oft return again; 

\%en, if Iris teasing vex’d her gentle mind. 

The grief assumed, compell'd her to be kind! 

For he would proof of plighted kindness crave. 
That she resented first and then forgave. 

And to his grief and penance yielded more 
Than his presumption had required before. 

Crabbe 


The girl blushed as she read, and trembled. She 
had a sort of confused sensation that Allan was 
noticing her; yet she durst not lift her eyes from 
the book, but continued reading, scarce knowing 
what she read. 

Allan guessed the cause of her confusion ; Allan 
trembled too; Ids colour came and went; his feel- 
ings became impetuous, and flinging both arms 
round her neck, he kissed his young favoirrite. 

Rosamund was vexed and pleased, soothed and 
frightened. All in a moment a fit of tears came to 
her relief. 

Allan had indulged before in these little free- 
doms, and Rosamund had thought no harm of 
them ; but from this time the girl grew timid and 
reserved — distant in her manner, and careful of her 
behaviour in Allan’s presence; not seeking his 
society as before, but rather shunning it; deught- 
ing more to feed upon his idea in absence. 

Allan, too, from this day seemed changed: Iris 
manner became, though not less tender, yet more 
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respectful and dilTulcni; Ins bosom felt a throb it 
had till now not known in the society of Rosa- 
mund; and if he was less familiar with her than 
in former times, that charm of delicacy had a 
superadded grace to Rosamund, which, while he 
feared, he loved. 

There is a mysterious character, heightened in- 
deed by fancy and passion, but not without foun- 
dation m reality and observation, which true lovers 
have ever imputed to the object of their affections. 
Tliis character Rosamund had now acquired 
with Allan — something angelic, perfect, exceeding 
nature. 

Lamb 


. . . long time they lay 
Fondling and kissing every doubt away; 

Long time ere soft caressing sobs began 
To mellow into words, and then there ran 
Two bubbling springs of talk from their sweet 
lips. 

“ O known Unknown 1 from whom my being 
sips 

Such darling essence, wherefore may I not 
Be ever in these arms? in this sweet spot 
Pillow my diin for ever? ever press 
These topng hands and kiss their smootli 
excess? 

Why not for ever and for ever feel 
That breath about my eyes? Ah, thou wilt 
steal 

Away from me again, indeed, indeed — 

Thou Avilt be gone aw’ay, and Avilt not heed 

237 



The English in Love 

My lonely madness. Spealc, delicious fair! 

- Is — is it to be so? No! Who wiU dare 
, To pluck thee from me? And. of thine own will. 
Full well I feel thou wouldst not leave me. 
Still 

Let me entwine thee surer, surer — now 
How can we part? Elysium! who art thou? 
’iSTio, that thou canst not be for ever here, 

Or lift me with thee to some starry sphere? 
Enchantress! tell me by this soft embrace. 

By the most soft completion of ihy face. 

Those lips, O slippery blisses, twinkling eyes. 
And by these tender milky sovereignties — 
These tenderest, and by the nectar-wine, 

Tlie passion ” — . , . 

Keats 


How blissful were the days that follow’ed! Who 
can describe the delight of listening to beauteous 
lips murmuring admissions, rather than avowals 
of affection — rHening to the first consciousness of 
love, and to the hopes and fears that ever accom- 
pany it — to the sleepless hours, and to the dreams 
that follow them of the beloved one — of the thou- 
sand nameless incidents and thoughts, that mark 
a growing tenderness hidden in the youthful heart 
that trembles lest its secret should be revealed. 
How vapid, how uninteresting does the whole 
world appear in comparison with the circumscribed 
circle which consists of all one dotes on! What 
power that dignity and wealth could bestow, would 
one accept in exchange for the rapture of feeling 
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oneself beloved by a creature lovely as our mother, 
Eve, ere she sinned, and pure and guileless as an 
infant 1 

Lady Blcssington 


' wedded to one worthy of 

thee, in his ambition thou wouldst soar and dare? ” 
" Perhaps,” answered Sibyll coyly. 

" But if diou wert wedded to sorrow and poverty, 
and troviblous care, thine ambition, thus struck 
dead, would of consccptcncc strike dead thy love? ” 
" Nay, noble lord, nay. Canst thou so wrong 
tyomanhood in me unworthy? ... Is there no ambi- 
tion of the heart? — an ambition to console, to 
cheer the griefs of those who love .and trust us? 

. . .an ambidon to soothe .some high soul, in its 
strife with a mean world? Oh. methinks a woman’s 
true ambition would rise the bravest when, in the 
very sight of death itself, the voice of him in whom 
her glory had dwelt through life .should say, ' Thou 
fearest not to walk to die grave and to heaven by 
my side! ’ ” 

Sweet and thrilling were the tones in which these 
words were said — lofty and solemn the upward and 
tearful look tvith which they closed. 

And the answer struck home to the native and 
original heroism of the listener’s nature, before 
debased into the cynic sourness of worldly wisdom. 

“0 Sibyll!” he exclaimed passionately, and 
yielding to the impulse of the moment ; “ oh that 
for me, as io me, such high words were said! Oh, 
that all the triumphs of a life men c.all prosperous 
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were excelled by the one triumph of waking such 
an ambition in such a heart! ” 

Sibyll stood hcforc him transformed— pale, 
trembling, mute; and Hastings, clasping her hand 
and covering it with kisses, said: 

"Dare I read tliy silence? Sibyll, thou lovest 
me! O Sibyll, speak! " 

With a convulsive effort the girl’s Ups moved, 
then closed, then moved again, into low and broken 
words. 

“ WTiy this — tvhy this? Thou liadst promised 
not to — not to ” 

" Not to insult tltcc hy unworthy vows. Nor do 
I! But as my wife.” He paused abruptly, alanned 
at his own impetuous words, and scared by the 
phantom of the world that rose like a bodily thing 
before the generous impulse, and grinned in scorn 
of his folly. 

But Sibyll heard only that one holy word of 
Wife, and so sudden and so great was the transport 
it called fortli, that licr senses grew faint and dizzy, 
and she tvould have fallen to the earth but for the 
arms tliat circled her, and the breast upon which, 
now', the virgin might veil the blush that did not 
speak of shame. 

\\htli various feelings, both were a moment 
silent. But, oh, that moment! what centuries of 
bliss were crowded into it for the nobler and fairer 
nature ! 

Lylton 


“ I fear I am disturbing you. Miss Dacre? ” 
"By no means,” she said, with a courteous air; 
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and then, remembering she was a hostess, “ Is there 
anything tiiai you require? ” 

“ Much; more tlian I can hope. O Miss Daac! 
suffer me to tell you how much t admire, how 
much I love you 1 * 

She started, she stared at him with distended 
eyes, and her small mouth was open like a ring. 

•; My Lordl ” 

“Yes!” he continued in a rapid and impas- 
sioned tone. “ I at length find an opportunity of 
giving Avay to feelings wl)ich it has been long ^fli- 
ciilt for me to control. O hcautifnl being! tell me, 
tell me that I am blc.ssed! ” 

“ My Lord ! I — I am most honoured ; pardon 
me if 1 say, most .surprised.” 

“ Yes! from the first moment that your ineffable 
loveliness rose on my vision my mind has fed upon 
your image. Our acquaintance has only realised, 
of your character, all tliat my imagination had pre- 
conceived. Such unrivalled ^beauty, such unspeak- 
able grace, could only have been the companions 
of that exquisite taste and that charming delicacy 
which, even to witness, has added great felicity to 
my existence. Oh! tell me; tell me that they shall 
be for me something better than a transient spec- 
tacle. Condescend to share the fortune and die 
fate of one who only^ esteems his lot in life because 
it enables him to offer you a station not utterly 
unworthy of your transcendent excellence! ” 

“ I have permitted your Grace to proceed too far. 
For your, for my own sake, I should sooner have 
interfered, but, in truth, I was so astounded at your 
unexpected address that I have but just succeeded 
in recalling my scattered senses. Let me agtiin 
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express to you my acknowledgments for an honour 
which I feel is great; but permit me to regret that 
for your offer of your hand and fortune these ack- 
nowledgments are all I can return.” 

" Miss Dacre ! am I then to wake to the misery 
of being rejeaed? ”... 

He rose from the table, and stifled the groan 
which struggled in Ms throat. He paced up and 
down the room with an agitated step and a con- 
vulsed brow, wMdi marked the contest of his pas- 
sions. But he was not desperate. His heart was 
full of Mgh resolves and mighty meanings, inde- 
finite but great. He felt like some conqueror, who, 
marking the batdc going against him, proud in Ms 
infimte resources and invincible power, cannot 
credit the madness of a defeat. And the lady, she 
leant her head upon her delicate arm, and screened 
her countenance from Ms scrutiny. 

Disraeli 


He came not, — no, he came not, — 
The night came on alone, — 

The little stars sat one by one. 

Each on Ms golden throne; 

The evening air passed by ray cheek. 
The leaves above were stirr’d, — 
But the beating of my own heart 
Was all the sotmd I heard. 

Fast silent tears were flowing. 

When sometMng stood behind, — 
A hand was on my shoulder, 

I knew its touch was kind: 
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It drew me nearer — nearer, — 

We did not speak one word, 

For the bcadng o£ our own hearts 
Was all the sound we heard. 

Lord Houghton 


His life-affection, loscd from its controul, 

He tells her, and she listens in dismay: 

Ere all the raptured words escape his soul 
Her senses sink away. 

■ From her white face the shifting bloom has fled 
And sends up her heart’s shadow to those cheeks, 
Deserring her for dead, 

'Wflicn o’er her brow, in drops, the anguish 
breaks. 

’Twas nigh the beach, his flagship full in new, 
He told her how’ for love he fought 
When the grand vessel into battle flew 
And won the prize he sought. 

Now as a sea-king’s was his will obeyed : 

But glory, what avails it, what is fame 
Unless his lonng maid 
Share with Itim all his honours and lus name? 

She clasps her bosom, flics from place to place 
Heedless of where her tears fast falling drop ; 

As though a sobbing sky came o'er her face 
They never seem to stop. 

Then in her dire distress, besought to speak. 

She only whispers, “ No, it cannot be 
But looks around to seek 
Some voice that yet may turn her desriny. 
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“O God!” he cries. "Through all these hopeful 
years 

Your love has been my lode-star; not in vain! ” 
The gust of words has driven back her tears; 

Her kisses fall like rain. 

Her lips are maddened, both her arms embrace 
His neck with a rude rapture, while her cheeks 
Fondle his welcome face. 

And mrn his lips to kisses when he speaks. 

Thomas Gordon Hake 


“ Are you soon going away again, Walter? ” 

“ Very soon.” 

She sat looking at him for a moment; then 
timi dly put her trembling hand in his. 

“ If you will take me for your wife, Walter, I 
nill love you dearly. If you tvill let me go with 
you, Walter, I trill go to the world’s end without 
fear. I can give up nothing for you — I have 
nothing to resign, and no one to forsake; but all 
my love and life shall be devoted to j^ou, and trith 
my last breath I tvill breathe your name to God 
if I have sense and memory left.” 

He caught her to his heart, and laid her cheek 
against his own, and now, no more repulsed, no 
more forlorn, she wept indeed, upon the breast of 
her dear lover. 

Blessed Sunday bells, ringing so tranquilly in 
their entranced and happy cars I Blessed Sunday 
peace and quiet, harmonising with the calmness 
in tlieir souls, and making holy air around them ! 
Blessed ttrilight, stealing on, and shading her so 
244 



Scenes and Suits 

soothingly and gravely, as she falls asleep, like a 
hushed child, upon the bosom she has dung to I 
Oh, load of love and trustfulness that lies so 
lighdy there. Aye, look down on the dosed eyes, 
Walter, with a proudly tender gaze; for in all die 
wide world they seek hut thee now — only thee ! 

Dickens 


Mr. Glascock, as soon as the door was shut took 
a chair and placed it dose beside the head of the 
sofa on whidr Nora was sitting. “ Miss Rowley, ’ 
he said, " you and I have known each other now 
for some months, and I hope you have learned to 
regard me ;is a friend.” 

“ Oh, yes, indeed,” said Nora, with some spirit. 

“It has seemed to me that we have met as 
friends, and I can most truly say for myself, diat 
I have taken the greatest possible pleasure in your 
acquaintance. It is not only that I admire you 
very much,” — ^lic looked straight before him as he 
said diis, and moved about the point of the sdek 
which he was holding in both Ins hands, — it is 
not only that, — perhaps not chiefly that, though 1 
do admire . you very mudi; but the truth is, that 
I like everything about you.” 

Nora smiled, but she said nothing. It was better, 
she diought, to let him tell his story; but his mode 
of telling it was not without its efficacy. _ It was 
not the simple praise whicli made its way with her ; 
but a certain tone in the words w'hich seemed to 
conronce her diat dicy were true. If he had really 
found her, or fancied her to he what he said, there 
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was a manliness in his telling her so in tlie plainest 
words that pleased her much. 

"I know,” continued he, "that this is a very 
bald way of telling — of pleading — my cause ; but I 
don’t know' whether a bald way may not be the 
best, if it can make itself understood to he true. 
Of course. Miss Rowley, you know what I mean. 
As I said before, you have all those things which 
not only make me love you, but which make me 
like you also. If you thmk that 5'ou can love me, 
say so; and, as long as I live, I will do my best to 
make you happy as my wife.” 

Trollope 


Still as I narrated, instead of checking, he in- 
cited me to proceed, he spurred me by the gesture, 
the smile, the half-word. Before I had hah done, 
he held both my hands, he consulted my eyes with 
a most piercing glance : there was somediing in his 
face wWcli tended neither to calm nor to put me 
dotvn; he forgot his own doctrine, he forsook his 
own system of repression when I most challenged 
its exercise. I think I deserved strong reproof; but 
when have tve our deserts? I merited severity, he 
looked indulgence. To my very self I seemed 
imperious and unreasonable, ... he smUed, be- 
traying delight. Warm, jealous and haughty, I 
knew not till now that my nature had such a 
mood; he gathered me near his heart. I was full 
of faults ; he took them and me all home. For the 
moment of utmost mutiny, he reserved the one 
deep spell of peace. These words caressed my ear : 
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“Luc)', take my love- One day share my life. 
Be my dearest, first on earth.” 

We walked back to the Rnc Fosseite by moon- 
light — such moonlight as fell on Eden — shining 
tltrough the shades of the Great Garden, and haply 
gilding a path glorious for a step divine — a 
Presence nameless. Once in tlicir lives some men 
and women go back to these first frc.sh days of onr 
great Sire and Mother and ta.ste tliat grand morn- 
ing’s dew — ^liathe in its sunrise. 

, . . We reached Madame Beck’s door. Jean 
Baptiste’s clock tolled nine. At this hour, in this 
house, eighteen months since, had this man at my 
side bent before me, looked into my face and eyes, 
and arhitered my desdnv. This very evening he 
had again stooped, gazed, and decreed. How dif- 
ferent the look — how far otherwise the fate ! 

He deemed me horn under his star: he seemed 
to have spread over me its beam like a banner. 
Once — unknown, and unloved, I held him harsh 
and strange, the low stature, the wiry make, the 
anglc.s, tlie darkness, the manner, displeased me. 
Now, penetrated witli his influence, and living by 
his aifecdon, having his wortli by intellect, and his 
goodness by heart — I preferred him before all 
humanity. 

Charlotte Bronte 


And, he continued, more firmly, although with 
stronger emotion : 

Elspie, why should I speak it? you cannot believe 
it, and should not : 
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WJiy should I say tliat I love, wMch I all but said 
to" another? 

Yet should I dare, should I say, O Elspie, you only 
I love; you, 

First and sole in ray life that has been and surely 
that shall be ; 

Could — O, could you believe it, 0 Elspie, believe it 
and spurn not! 

Is it — ^possible, — possible, Elspie? 

Well, — she answered, 

And then she was silent some time, and blushed all 
over, and answered 

Quietly, after her fashion, soil knitting. Maybe, I 
think of it. 

Though I don’t know that I did; and she paused 
again; but it may be. 

Yes, — I don’t know, Mr. Philip, — ^but only it feels 
to me strangely. — 

Elspie sighed and said. Be patient, dear Mr. Philip, 

Do not do anytiting hasty. It is aU so sudden, so 
sudden. 

Do not say anytliing yet to any one. . , . 

But oh, he said, Elspie; 

Do as I bid you, my child; do not go on calling me 
Mr.; 

Might I not just as well he calling you bliss Elspie? 

Call me this heavenly night, for once, for the first 
time, Philip. 

Pliilip, she said, and laughed, and said she could 
not say it; 

Philip, she said; he mrned, and kissed the sweet 
lips as they said it. . . . 

Clough 
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I grew assured, before I ask’d, 

That she’d be mine without reserve. 

And in her iindaim’d gr aces bask’d, 

At leisure, till the time should serve, 

With just enough of dread to thrill 
The hope, and make it trebly dear ; 

Thus lotli to speak the word to’kill 
Either the hope or happy fear. 

Till once, through lanes returning late, 

Her laughing sisters lagg’d behind ; 

And, ere we reached her father’s gate. 

We paused with one presentient mind; 
And, in the dim and perfumed mist. 

Their coming stay a, who, friends to me, 
And very women, loved to assist 
Love’s timid opportunity. 

Twice rose, twice died my trembling word ; 

The faint and frail Cathedral chimes 
Spake lime in music, and we heard 
The chafers rustling in the limes. 

Her dress, that touch’d me where I stood. 

The warmth of her confided arm. 

Her bosom’s gentle neighbourhood. 

Her pleasure in her power to charm ; 

Her look, her love, her form, her touch, 

The least seem’d most by blissful turn. 
Blissful but that it pleased too much, 

And taught the wayward soul to yearn. 

It was as if a harp with wires 
Was traversed by the breath I drew ; 

And, oh, sweet meeting of desires. 

She, answ'ering, own’d that she loved too. 

Coventry Patmore 
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“Every one in all the world has gone to sleep 
to-night and left tlie world to us. Come ! Come this 
way. . . 

Tliere was her dear face close to mine, soft under 
the soft moonlight, and die breath of her sweet 
speech mingled with the scent of the night- 
stock. . . . 

That was indeed the most beautiful night of my 
life, a night of moonlight and cool fragrance and 
adventurous excitement. We were transported out 
of this old world of dusty limitations; it was as if 
for those hours the curse of man was lifted from 
our lives. No one discovered us, no evil thing came 
near us. For a long time we lay dose in one 
another’s arms upon a bank of thyme. Our heads 
were dose together, her eyelashes swept my cheek, 
we spoke rarely and in soft whispers, and our hearts 
were beating, beating. We were as solemn as great 
mountains and as innocent as sleeping children. 
Our kisses were kisses of moonlight. And it seemed 
to me that nothing that had ever happened or 
could happen afterwards, mattered against this 
happiness. . . . 

H. G. Wells 


It was not in Miltoun to observe the formalities 
of attack. Had he been going to fight a duel there 
would have been no preliminary, just a look, a bow, 
and the swords crossed. So in this first engagement 
of his with the soul of a woman 1 

He neither sat down nor suffered her to sit, but 
stood looking intently into her face, and said; 

“ I love you.” 
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Now that it had come, with tiiis disconcerting 
swiftness, she was strangely calm, and unashamed. 
The elation of knowing for sure that she was loved 
was like a wand waving away all tremors, sailing 
them to sweetness. Since notliing could take away 
that knowledge, it seemed that she could never 
again he utterly unhappy. Then too, in her nature, 
so deeply, unrcasoningly incapable of perceiving 
the importance of any principle hut love, there was 
a secret feeling of assurance, of triumph. He did 
love her! And she him! Well! And suddenly 
panic-stricken lest he should take back those words, 
she put her hand up to his breast, and said : 

“ And I love you.” 

The feel of lus arms round her, the strength and 
passion of that moment, were so terribly sweet, tltat 
she died to thought, just looking up at him, witli 
lips parted and eyes darker with the depth of her 
love than ho had ever dreamed tliat eyes could be. 
The madness of lus own feeling kept him silent. 
And tliey stood tlrcre, so merged in one another 
tliat tlrcy knew and eared nothing for any other 
mortal thing. It was very sail in the room; the 
roses and carnations in the lustre bowl, seeming to 
know that their misurcss was caught up into heaven, 
had let their perfume steal forth and occupy every 
cranny of the abandoned air; a hovering bee, too, 
circled round the lovers’ heads, scenting, it seemed, 
the honey in their hearts. 

Galsworthy 


“Miss Carrie — Carrie! Do not cry! Forgive 
me! Forgive me! Carrie, listen to me 1 Your sobs 
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go to my very heart! Forgive me! Listen to me, 
Carrie! I was an idiot — a tool; but I did not do it 
wantonly! Carrie! ” — ^he took her arm and pressed 
it pleadingly — “ Carrie, I love you ! ” The words 
were so sudden that they starded even himself; 
the faint breeze seemed to take them up and eclio 
them; the nightingale sang them; the verj’^ horse's 
hoofs beat them out upon the road; and they 
sounded like a chord of music in Carrie’s heart. 

“ I love you ! ” he said, swiftly, sweetly, hurriedly 
moling his hand from her arm to her waist, his lips 
close to her ear. “ Ali, Carrie, forgive me ! I did 
not know — I did not dare to believe the truth until 
this moment. But it is the truth. I love you, Carrie 
' — I love you so very dearly! ” 

Her sobs ceased slowly; wonderingly she raised 
her pale face and looked at him with startled, 
almost incredulous eyes. 

“ You — love — me ! ” she said, in a little fright- 
ened, half audible whisper. “Are — you — mocking 
me? Is — ^is this — a jest. Lord NeiiUc? ’’ 

He winced, and his face twitched. "A jest! 
Mocking you ! It is no jest. I love you dearly — yes, 
as deeply as a man can love. Carrie, will you-^o 
you love me a little in return — only a little? ” 

Only a little! Heaven, if he but knew how full 
her heart was ivith love of him I If he could but 
know! With a maidenly jealousy she kept her 
secret for a moment or two; tempting him, wooing 
him to speak the sweet words once again. 

“ Will you not speak to me? ” he whispered, 
bending closer, his hand upon her arm. “ Do you 
stUl doubt me? Ah, Carrie, that is cruel ! Carrie, 

I love you — ^irill you be my wife? ” 
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Then she turned her head slowly, and looked at 
him, and in die beaudful eyes softened with pas- 
sionate love, in the exquisite face, rose-rinted with 
maiden shame and punt)% he read his answer. 

“ My darling! ” he murmured, his heart giving 
a great leap. “ My darling! You love me! ” And 
he took her in his arms and pressed her to his 
breast. 

Charles Garvice 


s 
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And if he may no more do, 

Yet woll he stele a cuss or two. 

Gower 


Ah cannot wee 
As well as Cocks and Lyons jocund he, 
After such pleasure? 


Donne 


Yet Nature made both sweet and sour; 
She gave the eye a lid to wink. 

Fulke Grevuxe 


If you will sing, let it be cheerily 
Of dallying love. There’s many a one among you 
Hath sung, beneath our oak trees to his maiden. 
Light bird-like mockeries, fit for love in springtime. 
Sing such a one. 


Beddoes 



What my sweet Mistrisse (quoth he) wcepe you? 
Nay sit downe by my side, and I will sing thee one 
of my country Jigges to make thee merry. 

Wilt thou m faith (quoth she)? 

Yes verily (saith Cuthberty. 

And in troth (quoth she) if you fall a singing 1 
will sing witli you. 

Tliat is well, you can so suddenly change your 
notes (quoth Cuthbert) dien have at it. 

Man: 

Long have I lov'd this bonny Lasse, 

Yet durst not shew the same. 

Woman : 

There in you prove your selfe an Asse, 


The English in Love 


Man : 

I was the more to blame. 

Yet still will I remainc to thee, 

Trang dilly do, trang dilly : 

Thy friend and lover secretly. 

IFonian: 

Thou art my onue sweet bully. 

Man: 

But when shall I enjoy the delight 
of thy fairc love? 
iT^oman : 

Even when thou seest that fortune doili, 
all manner lets remove. 

Won : 

O, I will fold thee in my arnies, 

Trang dilly do, trang dilly. 

And keepe thee so from sudden harmes. 
Woman : 

Thou art my owne sweet bully. 

Woman: 

My husband he is gone from home, 
you know it very well. 

Man: 

But when will he returne againe? 

Woman : 

In truth I cannot telL 

If long he keepe him out of sight, 

Trang dilly do, trang dUly, 

Be sure thou shalt have thy delight. 

Man: 

Thou art my bonnie lassie. 

Thomas Deloney 
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“ Laugh not too much ! Perhaps, you are deceived I 
All are not fools, that have hut simple faces! 
Mists are abroad! Tilings may be misconceived! 
Frumps and disdains are favours in disgraces ! 
Now, if you do not know what mean these 
speeches. 

Fools have long coats; and monkeys have no 
breeches ! 

“ Tihee again ! Why, what grace is this? 

Laugh a man out, before he can get in ! 

Fortune so cross, and Favour so amiss! 

Doomsday at hand, before the world begin ! ” 

“ Marry, Sir ! then, but if die weather hold, 
Beauty may laugh, and Love be a-cold ! ” 

“ Yet leave betimes your laugliing too too much; 

Or find the fox, and then begin die chase ! 

Shut not a rat within a sugar hutch ; 

And think you have a squirrel in die place ! 

But when you laugh, let this go for a jest — 
Seek not a woodcock in a swallow’s nest! ” 

Nicholas Breton 


Samias. . . . how say you, gentlewomen, are not 
our masters too far in love. 

Scintilla. Their tongues happily are dipped to 
the root in amorous words and sweet discourses, 
but I tliink their hearts are scarce tipped on the side 
ivith constant desires. 

Lyly 
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Not a little was I delighted with tliis unexpected 
love storie, especially from a moutli out of which 
was nought wont to march but stern precepts of 
gravetie and modestie. I sweare unto you I thought 
his companie the better by a thousand crownes, 
because hee had discarded those nice tearmes of 
chastitie and condnencie. Now I beseech God love 
me so well as I love a plaine dealing man, earth is 
earth, flesh is flesh, earth wil to earth, and flesh 
unto flesh, fraile earth, fraile flesh, who can keep 
you from the worke of your creation? 

Nashe 


To couple is a custome, 
all things thereto agree : 

Why should not I then love 
since love to all is free? 

But He have one that’s pretty, 
her cheeks of scarlet die. 

For to breed my delight, 
when that I am her by. 

Though venue be a dowry, 
yet lie chuse money store ; 

If my love prove untrue, 
with that I can get more. 

The faire is oft inconstant, 
the blacke is often proud. 

lie chuse a lovely brownc, 
come fidler scrape dry crowd. 

264 



Laughing Love 

Come fidler scrape thy crowd, 
for Peggy tire brown is she 
Must be my Bride, God guide 
that Peggie and I agree. 

Ano7i. 


It fell on a sommers day, 

^\Tiile sweete Bessie sleeping laie 
In her bowre, on her bed, 

Light tvitli curtaines shadowed, 

Jamy came : shee liim spies, 

Opnmg halfe her heatde eyes. 

Jamy stole in through the dore. 

She lay slumbring as before ; 

Sofdy to her he drew neerc, 

She heard him, yet would not heare. 
Bessie vow’d not to speake. 

He resolv’d that dumpe to breake. 

First a soft kiss he dodi take. 

She lay still, and would not wake ; 

Then his hands learn’d to woo. 

She dreamp’t not tvhat he would doo. 
But still slept, while he smdd 
To see love by sleepe beguild. 

Jamy tiien began to play. 

Bessie as one buried lay. 

Gladly still through this sleight 
Deceiv’d in her owne deceit. 

And since this traunce begoon. 

She sleepes ev’rie afternoone. 

Campion 
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Jolly Shepherd, Shepherd on a hill. 

On a hill so merrily. 

On a hill so cheerily. 

Fear not. Shepherd, there to pipe thy fiUl 
Fill every dale! fill every plain! 

Both sing, and say, " Love feels no pain ! " 

Jolly Shepherd, Shepherd on a green. 

On a green so merrily. 

On a green so cheerily, 

Be thy voice shrill 1 be thy mirth seen 1 
Heard to each Swain! seen to each Trull! 
Both sing, and sa}', " Love’s joy is full 1 ” 

Jolly Shepherd, Shepherd in the sun. 

In the sun so merrily. 

In the sun so clieeniy. 

Sing forth thy sons! and let thy rhymes run 
Down to the dales, from the hills above ! 
Both sing, and say, “No life, to Love! ’’ 

Jolly Shepherd, Shepherd in die shade. 

In the shade so merrilv. 

In die shade so cheerily, 

Joy to thy life, life of Shepherd’s trade! 

Joy in thy love! love full of glccl 
Both sing, and say, “ Sweet I^ve for me ! ’’ 

Jolly Shepherd, Shepherd here or there. 
Here or there so merrily. 

Here or there so cheerily. 

Or in thy chat, cither at diy cheer. 

In every jig, in every lay. 

Both sing and say, “ Love last for aye! " 
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Jolly Shepherd ! Shepherd, Daphnis’ Love I 
Daphnis’ Love so merrily, 

Daphnis’ Love so cheerily. 

Let thy fancy never more remove ! 

Fancy be fixed ; fixed not to fleet ! 

Still sing, and say, “ Love's yoke is sweet! ” 

Joint Wootton 


’Tis, in good truth, a most wonderful thing 
(I am even ashamed to relate it) 

That love so many vexations should bring, 

And yet few have the wit to hate it. 

Love’s weather in maids should seldom hold fair 
Like April’s mine shall quickly alter ; 

I’ll give him to-night a lock of my hair. 

To whom next day I’ll send a halter. 

I cannot abide these malapert males. 

Pirates of love, who know no duty ; 

Yet love with a storm can take down their sails, 
And they must strike to Admiral Beauty. 

Farewell to tliat maid who will be undone, 

Who in markets of men (where plenty 

Is cried up and down) will die even for one ; 

I will live to make fools of twenty'. 

D'Avenant 


Fine young Folly! though y'ou were 
That fair Beauty I did swear; 

Yet you ne’er could reach my heart! 
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For we, Courtiers, learn at school. 
Only witli your Sex to fool! 

Y’ are not worth the serious part! 

When I sigh and kiss your hand; 

Cross ray arms and wond’ring stand, 
Holding parley with your eye; 

Tlicn dilate on my desires. 

Swear, the sun ne’er shot such fires 
All is but a handsome lie! 

When I eye your curl or lace, 

Gentle Soul! you think your face 
Straight some murder doth commit! 
And your Hrtuc doth begin 
To grow scrupulous of my sin : 

When I walk, to show my nit! 

Therefore, Madam, wear no cloud I 
Nor, to checlt my love, grow proud! 

For, in sooth, I mucli do doubt 
'Tis the powder in your hair. 

Not your brcatli, perfumes tlie air! 
And your clodics, that set you out! 

Y’et tliough truth hatli this contest ; 

And I vow, I love in jest! 

Wlicn I next begin to court, 

And protest an amorous flame 
You will swear I in earnest am ! 
Bedlam! This is pretty sport! 

Habington 
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Chloris, farewell! I now must go! 

For if with thee I here do stay, 

Thine eyes prevail upon me so 
I shall go blind, and lose my way I 

Fame of thy beauty and thy youtli. 
Among the rest, me liitlier brought I 
Finding this fame fall short of trutli. 

Made me stay longer dian I thought! 

For I’m engaged, by word and oath, 

A Servant to anotlier’s will : 

Yet, for thy love, would forfeit bodt ; 
Could I he sure to keep it still ! 

But what assurance can I take ; 

Wlien thou (foreknowing this abuse), 
For some more worthy Lover’s sake, 

Mayst leave me, widi so just excuse ! 

For thou mayst say, “ ’Twas not thy fault. 
That thou didst thus unconstant prove ! 
Thou wert, by my example taught, 

To break thy oath, to mend Ay love ! ” 

No, Chloris ! No ! I will return. 

And raise thy story to that height. 

That strangers shall at distance burn ; 

And She distrust me, reprobate ! 

Then shall my love, this doubt displace : 

And gain such trust, that I may come 
And banquet sometimes on Ay face; 

But make my constant meals at home ! 

Waller 
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I did but crave that I might kiss. 

If not her lip, at least her hand. 

The coolest lover’s frequent bliss, 

And rude is she that tvill withstand 
That inoffensive liberty : 

She (would you think it?J in a fume 
Turn’d her about and left tire room : 
Not she, she vow’d, not she. 

Well, Charissa, then said I, 

If it must thus for ever be, 

I can renounce my slavery. 

And since you will not, can be free. 
Many a time she made me die. 

Yet (would you think’t?) I lov’d the more. 
But Fie not tak’t as heretofore. 

Not I, Fie vow, not I. 

Thomas Flatman 


Phillis, since we have both been kind. 
And of each other had our fill ; 

TeU me what pleasure you can find. 

In forcing nature ’gainst her will. 

’Tis true, you may with art and pain 
Keep in some glowings of desire ; 

But saU those glowings which remain 
Are only ashes of the fire. 

Then let us free each other’s soul. 

And laugh at the dull constant fool. 

Who would love’s liberty control. 

And teach us how to whine by rule. 
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Let us no impositions set, 

Or dogs upon each other’s heart ; 

But, as for pleasure first we met. 

So now for pleasure let us part. 

We both have spent our stock of love. 

So consequently should be free ; 

Tliyrsis expects you in yon grove ; 

And pretty Chloris stays for me. 

Prior 


I will confess 
Widi cheerfulness 
Love is a thing so likes me, 

That let her lay 
On me all day; 

I’ll kiss the hand that strikes me ! 

I will not, I, 

Now blubb’ring cry, 

“ It, ah I too late repents me. 

That I did fall 
To Love at all ! ” 

Since Love so much contents me. 

No! No! I’ll be 
In fetters free! 

While others, they sit wringing 
Their hands for pain ; 

I’ll entertain 

The wounds of Love with singing! 
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With flowers, and wine. 

And cakes divine, 

To strike me, I will tempt thee! 

^\Tiich done; no more 
I’ll come before 
Thee, and thine altars, empty! 

Anon. 


Amanda. Why is it possible, that one so young 
and beautiful as you, shou’d live and have no 
secrets? 

Berinthia. What secrets do you mean? 

Amanda. Lovers. 

Berinthia. O twenty; but not one secret one 
amongst ’em. Lovers in this age have too much 
honour to do anything under-hand; they do all 
above-board. 

Amanda. That now, methlnks wou’d make me 
hate a wan. 

Berinthia. But the w'omen of the town are of 
another mind: For by this means a lady may, 
with the expence of a few coquet glances, lead 
twenty fools about in a string, for two or three 
years together. Whereas, if she shou’d allow ’em 
greater favours, and oblige ’em to secrecy, she 
wou’d not keep one of ’em a fortnight. 

Amanda. There’s something indeed in that to 
satisfy the vanity of a W'oman, but I can’t com- 
prehend how' the men find their account in it. 

Berinthia. Their entertainment, I must confess, 
is a riddle to me. For there’s very few of them ever 
get farther than a bow and an ogle. I have half a 
score for my share, who follow me all over the 
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town; and at die play, the park, and the churcli, 
do, with dieir eyes, say the liolent’st things to me 
— ^But I never hear any, more of ’em. 

Amanda. "Wdiat can be the reason of that? 

Bermthia. One reason is diey don't know how 
to go farther. They have had so Utde practice, they 
don’t understand the trade. But besides dieir 
ignorance, you must know there is not one of my 
half-score lovers but what follows h.df a score 
mistresses. Now their affecdons being diidded 
amongst so many, are not strong enough for any 
one, to make ’em pursue her to die purpose. Like 
a young puppy in' a warren, they have a flirt at all, 
and catch none. 

Vanbrugh 


Pious Selinda goes to Pray’rs, 

If I but ask the Favour ; 

And yet the tender Fool’s in tears, 

When she believes I’ll leave her. 

Wou’d I were free from diis Restraint, 

Or else had hopes to win her ; 

Wou’d she cou’d make of me a Saint, 

Or I of her a Sinner. 

Congreve 


A lover I am, and a Lover I’ll be 1 
And hope from my Love I shall never be free 1 
Let ivisdom be blamed in the grave woman-hater ; 
Yet never to love is a sin of ill nature! 

But he who loves well, and whose Passion is strong. 
Shall never be ivretched; but ever be young! 
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With hopes and with fears, like a ship on the 
ocean, 

Our hearts are kept dancing, and ever in motion! 

When our Passion is pallid, and our Fancy would 
fad; 

A little kind quarrel supplies a fresh gale! 

But when the doubt’s cleared, and the jealousy’s 
gone; 

How we kiss, and embrace, and can never be done! 

Anon. 


’Tis not your beauty nor your wit 
That can my heart obtain. 

For they could never conquer yet 
Either my breast or brain ; 

Fot if you’ll not prove kind to me. 

As true as heretofore. 

Henceforth I’ll scorn your slave to be. 
And doat on you no more. 

Think not my fancy to o’ercome 
By proving tlius unkind ; 

No smoothed sigh, nor smiling frown. 
Can satisfy my mind. 

Pray let Platonics play such pranks. 
Such follies I deride; 

For love at least I will have thanks, — 
And something else beside! 

Then open-hearted be with me. 

And I shall be vidth you, 

And let our actions be as free 
As virtue will allow. 
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If you’ll prove loving, I’ll prove kind, — 
If true. I'll constant be — 

If Fortune chance to change your mind. 
I’ll turn as soon as ye. 

Since our affections, well ye know, 

In equal terms do stand, 

’Tis in your power to love or no. 

Mine’s likewise in my hand. 

Dispense with your austerity. 
Inconstancy abhor. 

Or, by great Cupid’s deity. 

I’ll never love you more. 

Anon. 


Whenever, Chloc, I begin 

Your heart like mine to move, 

You tell me of the crying sin 
Of unchaste lawless love. 

How can that passion be a sin 
Wliich gave to Chloe birth? 

How can those joys be but divine 
Which make a heaven on earth? 

To wed, mankind the priest trepann’d 
By some sly fallacy. 

And disobey’d God’s great command, 
“ Increase and multiply.” 

You say that love’s a crime; content: 
Yet this allow you must. 

More joy’s in heaven if one repent 
Than over ninety just. 
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Sin then, dear girl, for Heaven's sake 
Repent and be forgiven; 

Biess me, and by repentance make 
A lioliday in Heaven. 

Lord Chesterfield 


Dear Chloc ! what means this disdain, 
Which blasts each endeavour to please? 
Though forty. I’m free from all pain! 

Save love, I am free from disease I 

No Graces, my mansions have fled! 

No Muses have broken my 1)tc1 
The Loves frolic still round my bed ; 

And Laughter is cheered at my fire! 

To none, have I ever been coldl 
All Beaudes in vogue I'm amongl 
I've appedte e’en for the old, 

And spirit enough for the young! 

Believe me, sweet Girl! I speak true; 

Or else put my love to the test! 

Some others have doubted like you I 
Like them do you bless and be blest ! 

Joiin Gilbert Cooper 


Tire Lady’s sermon was a little long, 

Not but she talk'd both well and vitrily. 

And then she look’d so pretrily. 

Her eyes excus’d the freedoms or her tongue. 
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For when a favourite mistress speaks, 

We always think her in the nght, 

E’en tliough she talks for days or weeks. 

Or in the middle of the night. 

To say the trutli, her speech was rather rough. 
But as she promis’d him her heart. 
Upon tlie whole he took it in good part. 
And as he lov’d her, lik’d it well enough. 

So tliank’d her for tlic good advice. 

And took his leave; and ere he went. 

By w.ay of compliment. 

Call’d her his guardian angel, his sweet tutor. 
And kiss’d her fair hand, once, or twice. 
And swore to be a good boy for the future. 

Sir John Henry Moore 


Fair Rosalind in woeful wise. 

Six hearts has bound in tlrrall. 

As yet she undetermined lies 
\\^dr she her spouse shall call. 
Wretched, and only wretched he 
To whom that lot shall fall! 

For if her heart aright I see, 

She means to please them all! 

Anon. 


Why should I my love confine? 

Why should fair be mine or thine? 

If I praise a tulip, why 
Should I pass the primrose by? . . . 
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I am wise, life’s every Uiss 
Thankful tasting; and a kiss 
Is a sweet tiling, I declare. 

From a dark maid or a fair I 

/. S. Blackie 


" Well,” said Ivor as he tightened- his embrace, 
" you’re caught now, Anne.” 

She made an effort to release herself. 

" It’s not Anne. It’s Mary.” 

Ivor burst into a peal of amused laughter. " So 
it is!” he exclaimed. "I seem to be making 
nothing but floaters this evening. I’ve already 
made one with Jenny.” He laughed again, and 
tljcre was something so jolly about his laughter 
tliat Mary could not help laughing too. He did not 
remove his encircling arm, and somehow it was all 
so amusing and natural that Mary made no further 
attempt to escape from it. Tliey walked along by 
the side of the pool, interlaced. Mary was too short 
for him to be able, with any comfort, to lay Iris 
head on her shoulder. He rubbed his cheek, 
caressed and caressing, against the thick, sleek mass 
of her hair. In a little while he began to sing again; 
the night trembled amorously to the sound of his 
voice. When he had finished he kissed her. Anne 
or Mary: Mary or Anne. It didn’t seem to make 
much mfference which it was. There were differ- 
ences in detail, of course; but the general effect was 
the important thing. 

Aldous Huxley 
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Love, free as air, at sight of httman ties 
Spreads his light wings, and in a moment flies. 

Pope 


"1 don't think matrimony consistent with the 
liberty of the subject." 

Farquhar 


The marriage system created a new sport — adultery. 
‘ Holbrook Jackson 


"Hang constancy, you know too much of the 
world to be constant, sure.” 


Fielding 


"I must have women. There is nothing unbends 
the mind like them.” 


Gay 


Lord, what fine notions of virtue do we women 
take up upon the credit of old foolish philosophers! 
Virtue’s its own reward, virtue’s this, virtue’s that — 
Virtue’s an ass, and a gallant’s worth forty on’t. 

Vanbrugh 


“I do not like the sort of person at all: the sort 
of person I like, as I have already implied, is a 
modest woman, who stays at home and looks after 
her husband’s dinner.” 


Peacock 



In edie of hem he fint somwhat, 

That pleseth him, or tliis or that. 

Some one for she is white of skinne, 

Some one for she is noble of kinne, 

Some one for she hath a rody cheke, 

Some one for that she semeth meke, 

Some one for she hath eyen grey. 

Some one for she can laugh and pley, 
Some one for she is longe and small, 

Some one for she is lite and tall, 

Some one for she is pale and blechc. 

Some one for she is softe of speche, 

Some one for that she is camused, 

Some one for that she hath not been used. 
Some one for she can daunce and sing. 

So that some thing of his liking 
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He fun, and though no more lie fele, 

But that she hath a litel hele. 

It is inough, that he therfore 
Her love, and thus an hundred score, 

\’i^hile they be new he wolde he had. 

Whom he forsaketh, she shall be bad. 

Gower 


Falstaff. My honest lads. I will tell you what I 
am about. 

Pistol. Two yards, and more. 

Falstaff. No quips now. Pistol! — Indeed, I am 
in the waist two yards about; but I am now about 
no waste ; I am about thrift. — Briefly, I do mean to 
make love to Ford’s wife: I spy entertainment in 
her; she discourses, she carves, she gives the leer of 
invitation. I can construe the action of her familiar 
style; and the hardest voice of her behaviour, to be 
Englished rightly, is, “ I am Sir John FalstafE’s.” 

Pistol. He hath studied her well, and translated 
her ill, out of honesty into English. 

Nym. Tlie andtor is deep; ■will tliat humour 
pass? 

Falstaff. Now', the report goes she has all tlie 
rule of her husband’s purse; he hatli a legion of 
angels. 

Pistol. As many dedls entertain, and “ To her, 
boy,” say I. 

Nym. The humour rises: humour me the 
angtds. 

Falstaff. I have writ me here a letter to her: 
and here another to Page’s mfe, who even now gave 
me good eyes too, examined my parts most 
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judicious ceillades; sometimes the beam of her 
tiew gilded my foot, somedmes my portly belly. 
Pistol. Then did the sun on dunghill sliine. 
Nyin. I thank thee for that humour. 

Shakespeare 


Why sbou'd a foolish marriage vow, 
Which long ago was made, 

Oblige us to each other now, 

When passion is decay’d? 

We lov’d and we lov’d 
As long as we cou’d. 

Till love was lov’d out of us both ; 

But our marriage is dead 
Wlien the pleasure is fled ; 

’Twas pleasure first made it an oath. 

If I have pleasures for a friend. 

And further love in store. 

What wrong has he whose joys did end. 
And who cou’d give no more? 

'Tis a madness diat he 
Should be jealous of me. 

Or that I should bar him of another; 
For all we can gain 
Is to give ourselves pain. 

When neither can hinder the other. 

Dryden 


Mankind, from the double temptadon of Vanity 
and Desire, is apt to turn every thing a Woman 
dodi to the hopeful side. 

Lord Halifax 
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Wildish. . . . what say you Estridge? are you 
under a vow too, or are die favours you have re- 
ceiv’d, yet, only such as the hope of further obliges 
you to secrecy for a while? but you are so serious, 
I doubt you intend to conunit matrimony. 

Estridge. Not so long as I can have simple 
fornication for love or money : I am not for those 
Ladies that deal hy whole-sail, a bit off the Spit 
serves my turn as well as the whole Joint, and me- 
thinks has a prettier relish. 

Wildish. That is, metaphorically saying, you 

have sped with your Mrs. my service \hrtnhs 

to him] to you, remembering die Bit ofE the Spit; 
and how, is she buxara? does she think happiness 
consists in motion, or in rest? what Sect of Pliiloso- 
phers is she of? 

Estridge. A Pythagorean', I, Sir, in all these 
cases say nothing. 

Sedley 


Ranger. Are you married then, madam? 

Lady Flippant. No, certainly. 

Ranger. I am sure so much beauty cannot 
despair of it. 

Lady Flippant. Despair of it ! 

Ranger. Only those that are married, or cannot 
get married, hate to hear of marriage. 

Lady Flippant. Yet you must know, sir, my 
aversion to marriage is such, that you, nor no man 
breathing, shall ever persuade me to it. 

Ranger. Cursed be the man who should do so 
rude a thing as to persuade you to anything against 
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your inclination ! I would not do it for die world, 
madam. 

Lady Fli-bpant. Come, come, though you seem 
to he a civil gendeman, I think you no better than 
your neighbours. I do not know a man of you all 
that will not thrust a woman up into a corner, and 
then talk an hour to her imperunently of marriage. 

Ranger. You would find me another man in a 
corner, I assure you, madam; for you should not 
have a word of marriage from me, whatsoever you 
might find in my actions of it; I hate talking as 
much as you. 


Lady Flippant. I hate it extremely. 

Ranger. I am your man, then, madam; for I 
find just the same fault ivitli your sex as you do 
ivith ours — I ne’er could have to do with woman in 
my life, but still she would be impertinently talking 
of marriage to me. Wycherley 


Some thirty, or fort)% or fifty at least, 

Or more, I have loved in vain, in vain 1 
But if you’ll vouschafe to receive a poor guest; 

For once I will venture again, again! 

How long I shall be in this mind, this mind. 

Is totally in your own power I 
All my days I can pass with the Kind, the Kind ; 
But rU part ivith the Proud in an hour! 

Then, if you’ll be good-natured, and civil, and civil. 
You’ll find I can be so too, so too! 

But if not, you may go, you may go to the Devil ; 
Or the Devil may come to you, to you ! 

D’Urfey 
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Worthy. But have you had no private closet 

discourse with her yet about males and females, 
and so forth, which may give you hopes in her 
constitution; for I know her morals arc the devil 
against us. 

Brrhithia. I have had so much discourse with 
her, that I believe were she once cur’d of her fond- 
ness to her husband, the fortress of her virtue 
wou’d not he so impregnable as she fancies. 

Worthy. What ! she runs, I’ll warrant you, into 
that common mistake of fond wives, who conclude 
themselves virtuous, because they can refuse a man 
they don’t like, when they have got one they do. 

licrinthia. True, and there I think ’tis a pre- 
sumptuous thing in a woman to assume the n.nmc 
of virtuous, till she has hc.artily hated her husband, 
and been soundly in love with somebody else. 
Whom if she has withstood — then — much good 
may it do her! 

Vanbrugh 


I am resolved to divert myself. The m.an who pre- 
tends to win, I shall use like him who comes into a 
fcndng-school to pick a quarrel. I hope upon tliis 
foundation you will give me die free use of the 
natural and artificial force of my eyes, looks and 
gestures. As for verbal promises, I will make none, 
but shall have no mere)' on the conceited interpre- 
ters of glances and morions. I am particularly 
skilled in dte downcast eye, and the recovery into a 
sudden full aspect and Jiway again, as you may 
have seen sometimes practised by us country 
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beauties beyond all diat you have observed in 
courts and cities. Add to diis, sir, diat I have a 
ruddy heedless look, tvhich covers artifice the best 
of every thing. Though I can dance very well, I 
affect a tottering untaught way of walking, by 
which I appear an easy prey; and never exert my 
instructed charms, until I find I have engaged a 
pursuer. 

Addison 


And drey had fixed the wedding day, 

The morning that must wed them both ; 
But Stephen to another maid 
Had sworn another oath ; 

And, uidi dais odier maid, to church 
Unthinking Stephen went. 

Wordsworth 


“ Pardon me, loveliest, dearest ! ” wluspered he, 
" for thus breaking through die restrictions im- 
posed by my desire to preserve from even a sus- 
picion, a fame dearer to me, oh! how infinitely 
dearer tiian my own, nay, than life itself; but I 
could not resist the uncontrollable impulse. I 
could not see you depart without uttering a few 
words of farewell. It was torture to me to behold 
the senseless herd, who fluttered round you enjoy- 
ing privileges which I would die to possess; or to 
see this beauteous arm, the very touch of which 
thrills through my frame, confided to one of them. 
Say you forgive me, and, above all, tell me at what 
hour I may present myself at your door to-morrow. "' 
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The poor, inexperienced, and misguided young 
creature, to whom these words were addressed, was 
far from tlunking that Lord Glastonbury’s conduct 
was the result of premeditation, originating in a 
vanity that led him thus openly to display his in- 
fluence over her, however detrimental the exhibi- 
tion must prove to her reputation; and she went 
home, her heart filled by a guilty passion, and her 
mind in a tumult of delight, at the certainty that 
her feelings were reciprocated by the object of her 
unhallowed affection. 

Lady Blessington 


. , . Satiety — the common curse of the great — 
crept over her day by day. The powers within her 
lay stagnant — the keen intellect rusted in its sheath. 

'' How is it,” said she to the beautiful Countess 
of ■, “ that you seem always so gay and so ani- 

mated; that with all your vivacity and tenderness, 
you are never at a loss for occupation? You never 
seem weary — ennuyee — ^why is this? ” 

" I will tell you,” said the pretty Countess, 
archly; “ I change my lovers every month.” 

Lytton 


A beauteous woman at the table d’hote, 

To try this English heart, at least to note 
This English countenance, conceived the whim. 
She sat exactly opposite to him. 

Ere long he noticed widi a vague surprise 
How every day on him she bent her eyes ; 
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Soft and enquiring now they looked, and then 
Wholly withdrawn, unnoticed came again ; 
His shrunk aside : and yet there came a day, 
Alas! they did not wholly turn away . . . 

You will not wish minutely to know all 
His efforts in the prospect of the fall. 

He oscillated to and fro, he took 
High courage oft, temptation from lum shook. 
Compelled himself to virtuous thoughts and 
]usq 

And as it were in ashes and in dust 
Abhorred his tliought. But living tlius alone, 
Of solitary tedium weary growm; 

From sweet society so long debarred. 

And fearing in liis judgment to be hard 
On her — that he was sometimes off his guard 
What wonder! She relentless still pursued 
Unmarked, and tracked liim in his solitude. 
And not in vain, alas! . . . 

Clough 


“ No, no, no,” Anne was saying in a breathless 
whisper, leaning backwards, turning her head 
from side to side in an effort to escape Gombauld’s 
kisses. "No, please. No.” Her raised voice had 
become imperative. 

Gombauld relaxed his embrace a little. "Why 
not? ” he said. " I will.” 

With a sudden effort Anne freed herself. " You 
won’t,” she retorted. “You’ve tried to take the 
most unfair advantage of me.” 

“ Unfair advantage? ” echoed Gombauld in 
genuine surprise. 
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“Yes, unfair advantage. You attack me after 
I’ve been dancing for two hours, while I’m still 
reeling drunk with the movement, when I’ve lost 
my head, when I’ve got no mind left but only a 
rhythmical bodyl It’s as bad as making love to 
someone you’ve drugged or intoxicated.” 

Gombauld laughed angrily. “ Call me a White 
Slaver and have done tvith it.” 

"Luckily,” said Anne, "I am now completely 
sobered, and if you try and kiss me again I shall 
box your ears. Shah, we take a few turns roimd 
the pool? ” she added. " The night is delicious.’' 

For answer Gombauld made an irritated noise. 
They paced off slowly, side by side. 

“ MTiat I like about the painting of Degas . . 
Anne began in her most detadied and conversa- 
tional tone. 


Aldous Huxley 
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What heart-breaking torments from jealousy can 
flow, 

Ahl nolle hut the jealous — the jealous can knowl 

Sheridan 

Faithfull love is full of jelosie. 

Anon. 


Jealousy . . . the injur'd lover’s hell. 

Milton 

Love is long-suffering, brave, 

Sweet, prompt, precious as a jewel; 

But jealousy is cruel. 

Cruel as the gravel 

Hardt 

But Dame (quoth he) many are jealous without 
cause: for it is sufficient for their mistrusting 
natures to take exceptions at a shadow, at a word, 
at a looke, at a smile, nay at the twinkle of an eye, 
which neither man nor woman is able to expell? I 
knew a woman that was ready to hang her selfe, 
for seeing but her husbands shirt hang on a hedge 
with her maides smocke . . . 

Thomas Deloney 

Jealousy is never satisfied with anything short 
of an omniscience that would detect the subtlest 
fold of the heart. 


George Euot 




A maiden faire I dare not wed, 

For feare to have Acteons head. 

A maiden blaclcc is often proude ; 

A maiden little ■svill be loude. 

A maiden that is high in growtlic, 
Tliey say is subject unto sloathe. , 
Thus faire or foule, litde or’,' ’ 

Some faults remaine among 
But of all the faults that be, 

None is so bad as jealousie. 

For jealousie is fierce and fell, ;' 
And burnes as hot as fire in ■ ■ 

It breedes suspicion without ca' 

And breaks the bonds of reasons '' 

To none it is a greater foe. 

Than unto those where.it doth grow/; 

293 




The English in Love 

And God keepe me both day and 
night. 

From tliat fell, fond and ougly 
spright: 

For tvhy? of all die plagues that be, 
The secret plague is jealousie. 
Therefore I nish all women kinde. 
Never to heare a jealous minde. 

Thomas Delon’ey 


O how the pleasant aires of true love be 
Infected by those vapours which arise 
From out that noysome gulfe, which gaping lies 
Between the jawes of heUisli jealousie! 

A monster, others’ harme, selfe-miserie, 

Beaude’s plague, Vertue’s scourge, succour of lies; 
WTio his owne joy to his owne hurt applies. 

And onely cherisn doth ivith injurie : 

Who since he hadi, by Nature’s speciall grace. 

So piercing pawes as spoyle when they embrace; 
So nimble feet as stirre still, though on thornes; 
So manie eyes, ay seeking their owne woe; 

So ample eares as never good newes to know : 

Is it not mill that such a deiiU wants homes? 

Sidney 


Gazelta. Indeed I have a husband, and his 
love 

Is more than I desire, being vainly jealous; 
Extremes, tho’ contrary, have the like effects. 
Extreme heat mortifies like extreme cold; 
Extreme love breeds satiety as well 
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As extreme hatred ; and too rdolcnt rigour 
Tempts chasdty as mucli as too much licence ; 
There’s no man’s eye fix’d on me, but doth 
pierce 

My husband’s soul : K any ask my welfare, 
He straight doubts treason practised to his 
bed: 

Fandes but to himself all likelihoods 
Of my wrong to him, and lays all on me 
For certain truths ; yet seeks he tvith his best 
To put disguise on all Iris jealousy. 

Fearing perhaps lest it may teach me that 
Which otherwise I should not dream upon . . . 


Gratiaiia. Indeed, such love is like a smoky 
fire 

In a cold morning; tliough the fire be cheerful. 
Yet is the smoke so sour and cumbersome, 
’Twere better lose the fire than find the smoke : 
Such an attendant then as smoke to fire. 

Is jealousy to love ; better want both 
Than have both. 

Chapman 


Wretched and foolish jealousy 
How cam’st thou thus to enter me? 

I ne’er was of tliy kind; 

Nor have I yet the narrow mind 
To vent tliat poor desire. 

That others should not warm them at my fire: 

I tvish the sun should sMne 
On all men’s fruit and flowers, as well as mine. 
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But under tire disguise of love. 

Thou say’sr, thou only cam’st to prove 
What my affections were : 

Tlrink’st thou that love is helped by fear? 
Go, get thee quickly forth! 

Love’s sickness, and his noted want of worth, 
Seek doubting men to please; 

I ne’er uill owe my health to a disease. 

Ben Jonson 


In this little Vault she lyes. 

Here, with all her jealousies : 
Quiet yet; but if ye make 
Any noise, they both will wake. 
And such spirits raise, ’twill then 
Trouble Deatli to lay agen. 

Herrick 


Keep off presumption; horrid impudence 
Bold monstrous traitor to my love, get hence; 
Strange daring faith I venture to step between 
A jealous Monarch, and a chaster Queen, 

Go tempt a Kingdom kept by the magick spell 
Of a Prince poliuck; Tm loves Machavel) 

This is my Florence, and thou tempt’st from me 
Not an Italians tvife, but Italy; 

Ransack the great Turks Seraglio, try 
Tout-pimp the lusdul Sultans jenlousie; 

Hug the coy laurel, and expect to see 
Daphne throw off her bark and follow thee; 
M^e old Endymion Pander, and coriferre 
With Luna, till thou get new moones on her ; 
296 



The Secret Plague 

Surprize an Ahbcsse and her Nu7i7ierie, 

Reconcile love to its antipathic’, 

Go dive amongst the haddocks and die whales. 
Make love to Marc-77iaids and their Cottger-tailes ; 
Court some faire skillet-face, and swear she’s neat, 
For pricking skewers well and spitting meat ; 

Some greasie Cook-maid whose sweet dugs suck in, 
Receive and mingle dripping tvidi her chin, 

Wlio nightly with her knife her smock put off. 
Scrapes thence some pipkins full of kitchen- 
stufEe, 

Or wooe some driv’ling Hag, w'hose pitfal skin 
Makes lust mistake die wonted place of sinne. 

On some dirum’d Baucis spend diy hopes and 
labour. 

Where diou mayest bathe thy lips in slime and 
slabber, 

Cuckold the devil, get some Proserpine, 

Some Succuba to be thy Concubine. 

Engender with the night-mare, and beget 
Drea77is W'hich may stang thy blood, and 
jellie it; 

This once accomplish’t, diou may’st freely ask 
Amanda’s love, but ’fore diou’st don thy task, 

If thou dare once come near this sacred Court, 
Wherein my Princesse love and beauty sport, 

7’le stifle thy rebel heart in clotted gore 
Of blood, with knives, and daggers shroud diee 
o’re. 

And make thee bear i’ th’ face, throat, heart and 
back, 

More signes than he in Swallows Al7iia7tack. 

Nathaniel Hookes 
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What 5tatc of life can be so blest 
As love, that warms a lover's breast? 
Two souls in one, the same desire 
To grant the bliss, and to require! 

Bm if in heaven a hell we find, 

'Tis all from thee, 

O Jealousy! 

Tis all from dtee, 

O Jealousy! 

Tliou tyrant, tyrant Jealousy, 

Thou tsTrant of the mind ! 

All other ills, though sharp iliey prove. 
Serve to refine and perfect love : 

In absence, or unkind disdain. 

Sweet hope relieves tlic lover’s pain. 
But, ah ! no cure but death we find. 

To set us free 
From Jealousy: 

O Je.alousy! 

Tliou tyrant, tyrant Jealousy, 

Thou t^ant of the mind. 

False in thy glass all objeas arc. 

Some set too near, and some too far; 
Tliou art the fire of endless night. 

The fire that bums, and gives no light. 
All torments of the damned we find 
In only thee, 

O Jealousy! 

Thou tyrant, tvTant Jealousy, 

Thou tyrant of the mind! 

Dryden 
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Her rage no constant face of sorrow wears, 
Oft scornful smiles succeed loud sighs and 
tears : 

Oft o’er her face tlic rising blushes spread, 
Her glowing eyeballs turn witli fury redl — 
Then pale and wan her altered looks appear, 
Paler tlian guilt, and drooping with despair! 
A tide of passion ebbs and flows within. 

And oft she shifts the melancholy scene ; 
Does all the excess of woman’s fury show. 
And yields a large variety of woe. 

Thomas Yalden 


"Jealousy is that pain which a man feels from 
the apprehension that he is not equally beloved 
by the person whom he entirely loves.” Now be- 
cause our inward passions and inclinauons can 
never make tliemselves visible, it is impossible for 
a jealous man to be thoroughly cured of his sus- 
picions. His thoughts hang at best in a state of 
doubtfulness and uncertainty; and are never 
capable of receiving any satisfaction on the advan- 
tageous side; so that his inquiries are most 
successful when they discover nothing. His 

{ )leasure arises from his disappointments, and his 
ife is spent in pursuit of a secret that destroys his 
happiness if he chance to find it. 


The jealous man’s disease is of so malignant a 
nature, that it converts all it takes into its own 
nourishment. A cool behaviour sets him on the 

299 



The English in Love 

rack, and is interpreted as an instance of aversion 
or indifference; a fond one raises his suspicions, 
and looks too much like dissimulation and artifice. 
If the person he loves be clieerful, her thoughts 
must be employed on another; and if sad, she is 
certainly tltinking on himself. In short, there is 
no word or gesture so insignificant, but it gives him 
new hints, feeds his supidons, and furnishes liim 
uith fresh matters of discovery : so that if we con- 
sider the effects of his passion, one would rather 
think it proceeded from an inveterate hatred, than 
an excess of love; for certainly none can meet uith 
more disquietude and uneasiness than a suspected 
wife, if we except the jealous husband. 

Addison 


These are the diarming agonies of love. 
Whose misery delights. But tlirough tire heart - 
Should jealousy its venom once diffuse, 

'Tis then delightful misery no more, 

But agony unmix’d, incessant gall, 

Corroding every thought, and blasting all 
Love’s paradise. Ye fairy prospects, dien. 

Ye beds of roses, and ye bowers of joy. 

Farewell! Ye gleamings of departed peace. 
Shine out your last ; the yellow-tinging plague 
Internal vision taints, and in a night 
Of livid gloom imagination wraps. 

Ah! then, instead of love-enliven’d cheeks. 

Of sunny features, and of ardent eyes 
With flowing rapture bright, dark looks 
succeed. 

Suffused and glaring with untender fire ; 
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A clouded aspect, and a burning cheek, 
Wliere the whole poison'd soul malignant sits. 
And frightens love away. 

fames Thomson 


Mrs. Rackelt. Who knows her husband? 

Flutter. Every body. 

Mrs. Rackett. Is there not something odd in his 
character? 

Villers. Nodting, but that he is passionately 
fond of his wife ; — and so petulant is lus love, that 
he opened the cage of a favourite bullfinch, and 
sent it to catdi butterflies, because she rewarded 
its song with her Idsses. 

Mrs. Rackett. Intolerable monster 1 Such a 
brute deserves 

Villars. Nay, nay, nay, nay, diis is your sex 
now. Give a woman but one stroke of character, 
off she goes, like a ball from a racket; sees the 
whole man, marks him down for an angel or a 
devil, and so exhibits him to her acquaintance. 
This monster! diis brute! is one of die worthiest 
fellows upon earth; sound sense, and a liberal 
mind ; but dotes on his wife to such excess, that he 
quarrels with every thing she admires; and is 
jealous of her tippet and nosegay. 

Mrs. Racket. Oh, less love for me, kind Cupid! 
I can see no difference between the torment of 
such an affection and hatred. 

Flutter. Oh, pardon me, inconceivable differ- 
ence, inconceivable. . . . 


Mrs. powley 
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'(Isrir Jcnioii'iv (if th?y arc ever icaiou.*) 

It o! a fair c«mpltxirtn Jilroijcthcr: 

Not like that swjty devil of OtiiclioV, 

Wliidt titinihcrs v/omen in a bed of feather, 
but worthier of t!ir‘r much more jolly fcllowr, 
V.'iien wean' of the niatrimontal tether: 
fh’« head for rtieh a wife no mortal iKnliCT,*, 
lUit lake,*- at oiice nnoiher, or another’s. 

/lyrot! 


, . , ‘J'lic midshipman and senirv went tip the 
ladder, and Mr. and Mrs. Trotter cominue'd beat- 
ing each other. To this, none of them paid any 
attention, raying, as the .sentry had said Ircforc, 

I^t them fight it out.'’ 

After they liad fought some time, they retired 
lichimi the screen, and I followed the advice of die 
midshipman, and got into my hammock, whidi 
the ma-ster-at-anns luing up .again for me. I heard 
^^r. and .Mrs. Trotter both crying and kissing each 
other. " Crud, cruel. Mr. Trotter," said she, 
blubbering. 

" My life, mv love. I w.a.s so jealous! " replied he. 

" Datnn and hl.ast your jealousy,” replied the 
lady: ” I’ve nvo nice black eves for the g.alley to- 
morrow." After abotit an hour of kissing and 
scolding, they both fell asleep again. 

Captahr Marryat 


It svas, at this crisi.s when, as she could now see 
on a calm rctroiipcct, her mind was distempered, a 
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new and terrible passion stepped upon die scene — 
jealousy. A friend came and whispered her, 
“ Mr. IDyke was courting another woman at the 
same time, and that otlier woman was ricli.” 

“ David, at tiiat word a flash of lightning seemed 
to go tiirough me and show me the man as he 
really was.” 

“ The mean scoundrel to sell himself for 
money! ” 

“ No, David, he would not have sold himself 
with his eyes open, any more than perhaps your 
Miss Fountain would; but what litde heart he had 
he could mve to any girl tiiat was not a fright. He 
was a self-deceiver, and a general lover; and such 
cliaracters and their affections sink by nature to 
where their interest lies. Iron is not conscious, yet 
it creeps towards the loadstone. Well, while she 
was with me I held up and managed to question 
her as coolly as I speak to you, but, as soon as she 
left me, I went off in violent hysterics.” 

“ Poor Eve.” 

“ She had not been gone an hour when doesn’t 
the Del’ll put it into his head to send me a long 
affectionate letter, and in the postscript he invited 
himself to supper tiie same afternoon. Then I 
got up and dried my eyes, and I seemed to turn 
into stone ivith resoluuon. ‘ Come,’ I said, ‘ but 
don’t think you shall ever go back to her. Your 
troubles and mine shall end to-night.’ ” 

“ Why, Eve, you turn pale with thinking of it. 
I fear you have had worse thoughts pass through 
your mind than any man is worth.”. . . 

“ He had driven me mad.” 

“ Mad indeed : what, had you tiie heart to see 
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the man bleed to death, the man yon loved you, 
my little gentle Eve! ” 

" Oh, no, no, no blood ! ” said Eve tvith a 
fhitdder. “Laudanum! ” 

Charles Readc 


It is a mclandtoly thought, that men who at first 
will not allotv die verdict of perfccdon they pro- 
nounce upon their sweethearts or wives to be dis- 
turbed by God’s own testimony to the contraiy, 
will, once suspecting their purity, morally hang 
them upon evidence diey would be ashamed to 
admit in judging a dog. 

Hardy 


It is often urged that it is impossible to separate 
jealousy from true love. A great mistalcc. Sup- 
posing a husband really loved his wife in a 
thorouglily unselfish sense, he w’ould be com- 

E laccntly pleased to behold her in a state of perfect 
appincss ; and, if that state of bliss should be only 
wanting in one respect, siz., the amours of another 
lover, the husband would not, or should not object. 
If so, why so? 

Henry Seymour 


Sir John wandered in and out tlwough the 
numerous tvindings of sweetest fragrance, until 
arriving at tlic farthest corner, of rather darkened 
shade, and on a wire couch beheld the object of 
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his pursuit, in closest conversation ivitli her tutor, 
whose name he had altogether failed to remember, 
only having had tlie pleasure of his acquaintance 
a few hours before. 

“ Can it be possible.? ” exclaimed Sir John, in 
profound astonishment. “ Why, I have been 
searcliing for you for some time past, and have 
accidentally found you at last! ” Irene, rising to 
her feet in a second, was utterly dazed, and had the 
dim lights showed her proud face to advantage, 
the ruddy glow of deepest crimson guilt would have 
manifested itself to a much greater degree. Mak- 
ing muldtudinous apologies, etc., she at once 
joined Sir John, who led her back, in apparent 
triumph, to share the next waltz. 

How the true heart beat with growing passion 
during the remainder of the merry festivity, and 
as tlie final announcement of separation was wliis- 
pered from ear to car, tlie gradual wane of Love’s 
lofty right would fain have dwindled into pompous 
notliing as the thought kept tickling liis warm en- 
thusiasm with the nimble fingers of jealousy. That 
she whom he had ardently hoped should share his 
future with sheer and loving caresses of constant 
companionship and wifelike wisdom should be 
trapped in probably vowing to another her great 
devotion for liim 1 

But better allow tlie sickening thought to die on 
the eve of insult rather than live in the breast of 
him who, at no distant date, would hear the merry 
peals of wedding bells ring with gladness, and 
naturally rejoice at the object of tlieir origin. 

Amanda Ros 


X 
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*’ Jlc makes me jealous of everything and cverj'- 
bofiy. I am jealous of the men in the city — I was 
jealous of the sanitary inspector the other day— 
because he talks with interest to them. I know he 
stays in the city later than he need. It is a relief 
to me to go out in the evening, or to have a few 
people here once or twice a week ; hut I am angry 
because I know it is a relief to him too. I am jealous 
even of that organ. How I hate those Uach fugues! 
Listen to the maddening thing twisting and rolling 
and racing and then mixing itself up into one great 
boom. He can get on with Bach ; he can't get on 
with me. I have even condescended to be jealous 
of other women — of such women as Mrs. Saunders. 
He despises her: he plays with her as dexterously 
as she thinks she plays with him; hut he likes to 
chat witli her, and they rattle away for a whole 
evening without the least constraint. She has no 
consdence: she talks absolute nonsense about art 
and literature: she flirts even more disgustingly 
than she used to when .she was Belle Woodward; 
hut she is quick-witted, like most Irish people, and 
she enjoys a broad style of jesting which Ned is a 
great deal too tolerant of, though he would as soon 
die as indulge in it before me. Then there is Mrs. 
Scott, who IS just as shrewd as Belle, and much 
cleverer. I have heard him ask her opinion as to 
whether he had acted well or not in some stroke 
of business — something tliat I had never heard of, 
of course.” 

Bernard Shaw 
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“ I shall be going away to-morrow for a few days’ 
holiday.” 

She asked for detail, some of wliich he gave. 
Then, dissatisfied and inflamed, she broke forth in 
her suspicion and her abuse, and her contempt, 
while two large-eyed children stood listening by. 
Siegmund hated his wife for drawing on him die 
grave, cold looks of condemnation from liis chil- 
dren. 

In the morning Beatrice was disturbed by the 
sharp sneck of die hall-door. Immediately awake, 
she heard his quick, firm step hastening down die 
gravel path. In her impotence, discarded like a 
worn-out object, she lay for the moment stiff ivith 
bitterness. 

“ I am nothing, I am nothing,” she said to her- 
self. She lay quite rigid for a time. 

There was no sound anywhere. The morning 
sunlight pierced vhtidly dirough die slits of the 
blind. Beatrice lay rocking herself, breathing 
hard, her finger-nails pressing into her palm. Then 
came die sound of a train slowing down in the 
station, and direedy the quick “ chuff-chuff-chuff ” 
of its drawing out. Beatrice imagined die sun- 
light on the puffs of steam, and die two lovers, her 
husband and Helena, rushing through the miles 
of morning sunshine. 

“ God strike her dead 1 Mother of God, strike 
her down! ” she said aloud in a low tone. She 
hated Helena. 

D. H. Lawrence 
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He had been most horribly in love. . . . 

" Tiicrc *.vas a time,” he said in a tone that was 
quite unreaUv airy, off-hand and disengaged, 
'■ years ago, when I totally' lost my' head about her, 
loially.” Those tear-wet jjatdics on his pillow, 
cold against his cheek in the darkness; and oh, 
the horrible pain of weeping, vainly, for something 
that was nothing, that was everything in die world! 
" Towards the end of the war it was. I remember 
walking up tliis dismal street one night, in the 
pitch darkness, writhing with jealousy'.” He was 
silent. Spectrally, like a dim, haunting ghost, he 
had hung about her; dumbly, dumbly imploring, 
appealing. “ The weak, silent man,” she used to 
call him. And once for mo or three days, out of 
pity, out of affcaion, out of a mere desire, perhaps, 
to lay die tiresome ghost, she had given him what 
his mournful silence implored — only to take it 
back, almost as soon as accorded. * Tliat other 
night, when he had walked up this street before, 
desire had eaten out his litals and his body seemed 
empty, sickeningly and achingly void; jealousy was 
busily reminding him, with an unflagging malice, 
of her beauty — of her beauty and the hateful, ruf- 
fian hands which non- caressed, the eyes which 
looked on ir. . . . 

Aldous Huxley 



LOVE’S UNCERTAINTIES 



lint the symptomes of the mindc iti lovers are 
almost iufmitc; and so diverse, that no art can 
comprehend them; though they he merry some- 
times, and rapt beyond themselves for joy, yet 
most part, love is a plague, a torture, an hell, a 
bitter svecct passion at last. 

Bukton 


" Variations there arc of temperature in the 
finest season; and the truest heart has not alvtays 
the same pulsations.” 

Landor 


. . . And what reason is there to clog any woman 
with one man, be he never so singular? 

Donne 


Heaven only knows, false fair, which of us 
both 

More frequent mocks it with a fragile oath; 
Thou swearing thou wilt never more deceive, 
Or 1 that I will never more believe. 

RiaiARD Garnett 


Poore soules I pitty them, and the more. 
Because 1 have not Jbcenc myself c a stranger 
To these love passiotis . . . 


Cowley 



Once I did love, and yet I live 
Though love and truth be now forgotten. 

Then did I joy, now do I grieve 

That holy vows must needs be broken. 

Hers be the blame tliat caused it so ; 

Mine be tire grief diough it be mickle. 

She shall have shame: I cause to know 
What ’tis to love a dame so fickle. 

Love her that list! I am content. 

For that chameleon-like she changeth. 

Yielding sudi mists as may prevent 

My sight to view her when she rangetli. 

Let him not vaunt that gains my loss. 

For when that he and time hath proved her, 
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She may bring iiim to weeping cross. 

I s.iy no more, bccntisc I loved her. 

Ation. 


Cliangc thy mind! since She doth change. 

IxM not Fancy .still abn.se thee! 

'I'liy nnirtiih can not seem strange; 

When her falsehood doth accuse thee. 
I..ove is dead ; .ind thou art free! 

She doth live; but dead to thee! 

When She loved thee best a while; 

See how still She did delay thee! 

Using shows for to beguile 

Tliosc vain hopes ivhid) have betrayed thee. 
Now thou secst, but all too late, 

Ix)vc I 0 VC.S truth; which Women hate! 

Love, farewell 1 more dear to me 

Titan my life which thou prcscrvcdstl 
Life, thy joy is gone from thee ! 

Others have what thou deservedsr. 

Tlt^' enjoy what ’s not their own I 
Idappicr life to live alone! 

Yet. thus much, to ease my mind. 

Let her know what She hath gotten ! 

She, whom time hath proved unkind. 

Having changed, is quite forgotten! 
Fortune now hath done her worst; 

Would she had done so at first. 

Love no more! .since She is gone. 

She is gone, and loves another. 

312 



' Love's Viicertointies 

Having been deceived by one, 

Leave to love ; and love no odicr 1 
She was false; bid her adieu! 

She was best but yet untrue. 

Essex 


O faithless World, and thy more faidiless part, 
a woman’s heart! 

The true shop of variety, where sits 
nothing but fits 

And feaVers of desire, and pangs of love, 
which toyes remove, 

Why was she born to please, or I to n ust 
words writ in dust? 

Suffering her eyes to govern my despair, 
my pain for air; 

And fruit of time rewarded with untruth, 
die food of youth. 

Untrue she was : yet, I believ’d her eyes 
(instructed spie.s) 

Till I was taught, that Love was but a School 
to breed a fool. 

Or sought she more by triumphs of denial 
to make a trial 

How far her smiles commanded my weakness? 
Yield and confess. 

Excuse no more thy folly, but for Cure, 
blush and endure 

As well thy shame as passions that were vain : 
and think, ’tis gain 

To know that Love lodg’d in a Woman’s breast 
is but a guest. 

Sir Henry Wotton 
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WJjcn love on time and measure makes liis ground, 
Time that must end, though love can never die, 
'Tis love betwixt a shadow and a sound, 

A love not in die heart but in the eye ; 

A love that ebbs and flows, now up, now down, 

A morning’s favour and an evening’s frown. 

Sweet looks show love, yet they are but as beams; 

Fair words seem true, yet they are but as wind; 
Eyes shed their tears, yet are but onward streams; 

Sighs paint a sadness in the falsest mind. 

Looks, words, tears, sighs, show love when love they 
leave; 

False hearts can weep, sigh, swear, and yet deceive. 

John Lilliat 


Disdain me still ! that I may ever love ! 

For who his Love enjoys, can love no more! 

The war once past, vnth peace men cowards prove; 
And ships remrned, do rot upon the shore I 
Then, though thou frown. I’ll say, “ Thou art 
most fair 1 ” 

And still I’ll love; though still I must despair! 

As heat ’s to life; so is desire to Love! 

For these once quenched, both life and Love are 
done! 

Let not my sighs, nor tears, thy virtue move! 

Like basest metals, do not melt too soon f 
Laugh at my woes! although I ever mourn. 
Love surfeits tvith rewards! His Nurse is 

• William Herbert 
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Beauty, a silver dew diat falls in May; 

Love is an egg-shell, witli that humotir filled ; 
Desire, a tvinged boy, coming that way. 
Delights and dallies widi it in the field. 

The fiery sun draws up the shell on high; 
Beauty decays. Love dies. Desire doth fly. 

Anon. 


Are women fair? Aye, wondrous fair to see to; 
Arc women sweet? Yea, passing sweet they be too : 
Most fair and sweet to them that only love diem ; 
Chaste and discreet to all, save those that prove 
them. 

Are women wise? Not wise, but they be witty: 
Are women ivitty? Yea, die more the pity: 

They arc so witty, and in wit so wily, 

Tliat be ye ne’er so wise, diey will beguile ye. 

Are women fools? Not fools, but fondlings many. 
Can women fond be faithful unto any? 

When snow-wlute swans do turn to colour sable. 
Then women fond will be bodi firm and stable. 

Are women saints? Not saints, nor yet no devils. 
Are women good? Not good, but needful evils ; 

So angel-like, that devils I do not doubt them. 

So needful ills, that few can live without them. 

Are women proud? Aye, passing proud, and praise 
them : 

Are women kind? Aye, wondrous kind, and please 
them ; 
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Or so imperious, no man can endure them ; 

Or so kind-hearted, any may procure them. 

Anon. 


Oh she is Constant as the Winde 
That Revels in an Ev’ning’s Airef 
Certaine, as Wayes unto the Blinde, 

More rcall than her Flatt’ries are ; 
Gentle, as Chaines that Honour binde, 
More faithfull than an Hebrew Jew, 
But as the Divel not halfe so true. 

Lovelace 


Truman. I, but those Days are past; they’r gon 
for ever. 

And nothing else, but Nights are to succeed ’em; 

Gone like the faith and truth of Women kind. 

And never to be seen again ! O Lucia I 

Thou wast a wondrous Angel in those days of thy 
blest state of Innocence. 

There was a Cheek! a Fore-head! and an Eye!— 

Did you observe her Eye, Aurelia} 

Aurelia. O yes Sir! there were very pretty Babies 
in't. 

Truman. It was as glorious as the Eye of Heaven; 

Like the soul’s Eye it peirc’d tlirough every thing; 

And then her Hands — ^her Hands of Liquid Ivory! 

Did she but touch her Lute (the pleasing’st Har- 
mony then upon Earth when she her self was 
silent) 

The subtil Musique a New Art, to take the Sight, as 
wel as Ear. 
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Aurelia. I, Sir, I! you’d best go look her out, and 
marry her, she has but one Husband yet. 

Truman. Nay, prethee, good Aurelia be not 
angry. 

For I will never Love or Sec her more. 

Only allow me tliis one short last remembrance of 
one I lov’d so long. . . . ’Tis an odd foolish fancy, 
I confess. 

But Love and Grief may be allow’d sometimes 

A little Innocent folly. 

Cowley 


Hast thou seen the down in the air, 

When wanton blasts have tossed it I 
Or the ship on the sea, 

Wlten ruder winds have crossed it ! 

Hast thou marked the crocodile’s weeping; 

Or the fox’s sleeping! 

Or hast viewed the peacock in his pride I 
Or the dove by his bride. 

When he courts for his lechery! 

O, so fickle, O, so vain, O, so false, so false is She! 

Suckling 


Coelia jealous, lest I did 
In my heart affect another. 

Me her company forbid! ^ 

Women cannot Passion smother! 

Tire dearer love, the more disdain ; 
When truth is with distrust requited. 
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I vowed, in anger, to abstain ! 

She found her fault; and me invited. 

I came, with intent to diidc her, 

'Cause she had true love abused ; 
Resolved never to abide her ; 

Yet her fault she so cxctiscd. 

As it did me more intangle! 

Telling, True Love must have fcarsl 
They ne'er loved, that ne'er did tvrangle! 
lyovers jar; but Love indcarsl 

Patrick Hannay 


Wrong me no more} 

In thy complaint. 

Blamed for inconstancy. 

I vowed f adore 
The fairest Saint! 

Nor changed whilst thou wert Slice: 
But if another, thee outshine; 

Til' inconstancy is only thine! 

To be by such 
Blind fools admired. 

Gives thee but small esteem; 

By whom as much 
Thou'dst be desired 
Didst thou less beauteous seem! 

Sure, Why they love, they know not well; 
Who, W^iy they should not? cannot tell. 
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Women are by 
Themselves betrayed, 

And to their short joj's cruel ; 

Who, foolishly. 

Themselves persuade 
Flames can outlast their fuel ! 

None (tliough Platonic their pretence) 
With Reason love, unless by Sense 1 

The fairest She, 

Whom none surpass. 

To love hath only right 1 
And such to me 
Thy beauty was, 

Till one I found more bright! 

But ’twere as impious to adore 
Thee now, as not i’ have done ’t before I 
Thomas Stanley 


The falling out of lovers, says die old proverb, is 
the reneiving of love. Litde circumstances will fre- 
quently happen, from die we.ikness of human 
nature, to break in upon die calm state of mutual 
affection : — nay, I rather think tiiat die heart, 
devoted to one object, becomes, by insensible de- 
grees, more easily affected by any untoward action, 
however trifling in proportion as diat devotion 
increases. We form expectations oftentimes, of the 
most uninteresting nature; these are not gratified, 
and uneasiness ensues — ^The one party, having 
dwelt long upon them, has already raised them into 
matters of importance: the other having never 
considered them at all, cannot be brought to think 
3’9 



The English in Love 

tlie neglect of them as an offence worthy of re- 
proaclies. Thus a mutual dissatisfaction takes 
place, ’till they find the want of each other’s smiles 
and caresses; and then the one begins to think the 
requisition too much, while the other is satisfied 
that it ought to have been granted, — and they fly 
into each other’s arms, more fond and enamoured 
than ever. These are rapturous moments! But 
when lore is matured by time and experience, — 
when mutual confidence is fixed upon the firm and 
unalterable basis of steady affection, — tlien the 
heaven of this world commences; and they who 
have arrived at this state of united love, go on, 
like the sun, through a cloudless sky, and set in the 
serene of a summer’s day. 

Sterne (?) 


. . . Love, from its very nature, must be transi- 
tory. To seek for a secret that ivould render it 
constant, would be as wild a search as for the 
.philosopher’s stone, or the grand panacea; and the 
discovery would be equally useless, or ratlier per- 
nicious to mankind. . . . 

Tliis is, must he, the course of nature. Friend- 
ship or indifference inemably succeeds love. And 
this constitution seems perfectly to harmonise nidi 
the system of government which prevails in the 
moral world. Passions are spurs to action, and open 
the mind, but they sink into mere appetites, be- 
come a personal and momentary gratification when 
the object is gained, and the satisfied mind rests in 
enjoyment. 

Mary WolJstonecraft ■ 
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In I'ain wc supplicate the Powers above ; 
There is no resurrection for the Lov'e 
That, nursed in tendercst care, yet fades a^vay 
In the chilled heart by gradual self-decay 

Coleridge 


Don’t you remember a carpet-weaver. 

Whose daughter loved a youth so true? 

He promised one day he never would leave her, 
Down in the vale where violets grew. 

He flatter’d and vow’d when she sat beside him. 
Soft tales telling of loves long ago ; 

He vow’d to her, but can you tell if she her love 
denied him, 

Down in the vale where violets grow. 

Never, he told her, he would be a rover, 

She fondly thought he told her true ; 

But how shall the maid his truth discover. 

Ah, will he plight Iris vows anew? 

If never, never her voice deceived him, 

Now while telling of loves long ago. 

Can he forget the girl who believed him, 

Down in the vale where violets grow? 

Anon. 


Oh ! if thou wilt not give thine heart. 
Give back mine own to me, 

Or bid thine image thence depart. 
And leave me lone, but free. 
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Yet no ! this mournful love of mine 
I would not from me cast! 

Let me but dream ’nvill win me thine 
By its deep trutli at last. 

Can aught so fond, so faithful live 
Tlirough years without reply? 

Oh ! if thine heart thou wilt not give, 
Give me a thought, a sigh? 

hfrs. Hemans 


" Thou wilt forget me.” " Love has no such word.’ 

Tlic soft Spring wind is whispering to the trees. 
Among lime-blossoms have the hovering bees 
Those whispers heard? 

“ Or thou wilt change.” “ Love changeth not,” he 
said. 

The purple heather cloys the air with scent 
Of honey. O’er the moors her lover went. 

Nor turn’d his head. 

W. J. Linton 


After all, do I know that I really cared so about 
her? 

Do whatever I will, I cannot call up her image; 
For when I dose my eyes, I see, very likely, St. 
Peter’s, 

Or the Pantlicon facade, or Michel Angelo’s figures. 
Or, at a wish, when I please, the Alban hills and the 
Forum, — 
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But that face, those eyes, — ah, no, never anything 
like them ; 

Only, try as I will, a sort of featureless outline. 

And a pale blank orb, which no recollection w'ill 
add to. 

After all, perhaps there was something factitious 
about it; 

I have had pain, it is true : I have wept, and so have 
die actors. 

Clough 


Wlien, lull’d in passion’s dream my senses slept, 
How did I act? — e’en as a wayw'ard child; 

I smUed with pleasure W'hen I should have wept 1 
And wept with sorrow' w’hen I should have 
smiled; 

When Gracia, beautiful but faithless fair, 

Who long in passion’s bonds my heart had kept. 

First with false blushes pitied my despair, 

I smiled with pleasure! — should I not have w’ept.? 

And W’hen, to gratify some wealthier wight. 

She left to grief the heart she had beguiled; 

The heart grew sick, and saddening at die sight, 

I wept with sorrow! — should I not have smiled? 

W. T. Moncrieff 


One year I lived in high romance, 
A soul ennobled by the grace 
Of one whose very frow'ns enhance 
The regal lustre of the face, 
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And in tlie magic of a smile 
I dwelt as in Calypso’s isle. 

One year, a narrow line of blue, 

Witli clouds both ways awhile held back: 
And dull the vault that line goes through, 
And frequent now the crossing rack; 
And who shall pierce the upper sky, 

And count the spheres? Not I, not I! 

Sweet year, it was not hope you brought. 
Nor after toil and storm repose. 

But a fresh growdi of tender thought, 

And all of love my spirit knows. 

You let my lifetime pause, and bade 
The noontide dial cast no shade. 

If fate and nature screen from me 
The sovran front I boived before, 

And set the glorious creature free. 

Whom I would clasp, detain, adore; 

If I forego tliat strange delight. 

Must all be lost? Not quite, not quite. 

Die, little Love, without complaint. 

Whom Honour standeth by to shrive : 
Assoiled from all selfish taint. 

Die, Love, whom Friendship will survive. 
Nor heat nor folly gave tliee birth ; 

And briefness does but raise thy worth. 

Let the grey hermit Friendship hoard 
'Whatever sainted Love bequeathed. 

And in some hidden scroll record 
The vows in pious moments breathed. 
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Vex not the lost with idle suit, 

Oh lonely heart, he mute, be mute. 

William Cory 


I play my sweet old airs — 

The airs he knew 
When our love was true — 
But he does not balk 
His determined walk, 

And passes up die stairs. 

I sing my songs once more. 
And presendy hear 
His footstep near 
As if it would stay ; 

But he goes his way. 

And shuts a distant door. 


So I wait for another morn. 

And another night 
In this soul-sick blight; 

And I wonder much 
As I sit, why such 
A woman as I was born ! 

Hardy 


A litde while my love and I, 

Before the mowing of the hay, 
Twined daisy-chains and cowslip balls. 
And carroll’d glees and madrigals. 
Before the hay, beneadi die may. 
My love (who loved me dicn) and I. 
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For long years now my love and I 
Tread sever’d paths to varied ends; 

We somedmes meet, and sometimes say 
The trivial things of every day, 

And meet as comrades, meet as friends ■ 
My love (who loved me once) and I. 

But -never more my love and I 

Will wander forth, as once, together, 

Or sing the songs we used to sing 

In spring-time, in die cloudless weadicr; 
Some chord is mute that used to ring. 

Some word forgot we used to say 
Amongst the may, before the hay, 

My love (who loves me not) and I. 

Mary Montgomerie 


A thing that is loved is, in the long run, to no eye 
so clearly revealed in all its appalling defects as to 
the thing that absolutely loves it. The lover has 
the best guarantee of the fidelity of Iris vision. If 
he has seen dtere what ravishes him, he has also 
seen there what tortures him. No doubt a large 
part of the fascinadon and the piquancy of love lies 
in the fantasdc association, in one litde person, of 
such a wild variety of qualrdes to worship and 
defects to damn. 

Havelock Ellis 


I am frightened, sweetheart — that’s the long and 
short 

Of die bad mind I bear: the scent comes back 
Of an unhappy garden gone to wrack, 
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Tlic flower-beds trampled for an idiot’s sport, 

A mass of vermin batt’ning there, a mort 
Of weeds a-fester, all the green turned black. 
And through the sodden glades of loss and lack 
The dead winds blown of hate and false report. 

There was a music in the early air. 

When our young love was virgin as we were. 

Ripe for the rose, new to tlic nighdngale ; 

But now two ghosts tvalk showing eacli to each 
The empty grace of ceremonious speech, 

And I am frightened and die air is stale. 

Gerald Gould 


I said I splendidly loved you ; it’s not true. 

Sucli long switr tides stir not a land-locked sea. 
On gods or fools the high risk falls — on you — 

The clean clear bitter-sweet that’s not for me. 
Love soars from earth to ecstasies unwist. 

Love is flung Lucifer-like from Heaven to Hell. 
But — there are wanderers in the middle mist, 

Wlio cry for shadows, clutch, and cannot tell 
Whether they love at all, or, loving, whom : 

An old song’s lady, a fool in fancy dress, 

Or phantoms, or their own face on the gloom ; 

For love of Love, or from heart’s loneliness. 
Pleasure’s not dieirs, nor pain. They doubt, and 
sigh, 

And do not love at all. Of these am I. 

Rupert Brooke 

‘ But can’t you understand,’ that was what he 
would have liked to say, what he would have said 
if he had had the courage, ‘ can’t you understand 
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For long years now my love and I 
Tread sever’d paths to varied ends; 

We somedmes meet, and sometimes say 
The trittal tilings of every day, 

And meet as comrades, meet as friends 
My love (who loved me once) and I. 

But'ncver more my love and I 

WiU wander forth, as once, together. 

Or sing the songs we used to sing 

In spring-dme, in the cloudless weadier: 
Some chord is mute that used to ring, 

Some word forgot we used to say 
Amongst the may, before the hay, 

My love (who loves me not) and 1. 

Mary Montgomerie 


A diing that is loved is, in the long run, to no eye 
so clearly revealed in all its appalling defects as to 
tlic thing that absolutely loves it. The lover has 
the best guarantee of the hdelity of Ids vision. If 
he has seen there what ravishes him, he has also 
seen there what tortures him. No doubt a large 
part of the fascination and the piquancy' of love lies 
in the fantasdc assodadon, in one litde person, of 
such a tvild variety of qualities to worship and 
defects to damn. 

Havelock Ellis 


I am frightened, sweetheart — ^that's the long and 
short 

Of the bad mind I bear : the scent comes back 
Of an unhappy garden gone to wrack, 

3=6 



Love’s Ujiccrtaintics 

The flower-beds trampled for an idiot’s sport, 

A mass of vermin batt’ning there, a mort 
Of weeds a-fester, all the green turned black. 
And through the sodden glades of loss and lack 
The dead winds blown of hate and false report. 

There was a music in the early air. 

When our young lot'c was virgin as we were. 

Ripe for the rose, new to the nightingale ; 

But now two ghosts walk shoning each to each 
The empty grace of ceremonious speech, 

And I am frightened and the air is stale. 

Gerald Gould 

I said I splendidly loved you ; it’s not true. 

Such long swiR tides stir not a land-locked sea. 
On gods or fools tlie high risk falls— on you — 

The clean clear bitter-sweet that’s not for me. 
Love soars from earth to ecstasies unwist. 

Love is flung Ludfer-like from Heaven to Hell. 
But — there are wanderers in the middle mist. 

Who cry for shadotvs, clutch, and cannot tell 
Whether they love at all, or, loving, whom : 

An old song’s lady, a fool in fancy dress. 

Or phantoms, or their own face on the gloom ; 

For love of Love, or from heart’s loneliness. 
Pleasure’s not tlieirs, nor pain. They doubt, and 
sigh. 

And do not love at aU. Of these am I. 

Rupert Brooke 

‘ But can’t you understand,’ that was what he 
would have liked to say, what he would have said 
if he had had the courage, ‘ can’t you understand 
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Of love that never found his earthly close. 

What sequel? Streaming eyes and breaking hearts? 
Or all the same as if he had not been ? 

Texotson* 


Can Love die without its dear farewell on which 
it feeds, away from the light, dying by bits? 

Meredith 


O, my heart! and O, my heart, 

It is so sore! 

Since I must needs from my Love depart; 
And know no cause wherefore! 

HENm ^^II 


Since all that I can ever do for thee 
Is to do nothing, this my prayer must be: 
That thou mayest newer guess nor ever sec 
The all-endured this nothing-done costs me. 

Lytiox 



What should I sav? 

Since Faith is ^cad. 
And Truth aw.w 
From you is fled? 
Should I be led 
Widi doubleness? 
Nay! Nay! mistress. 

I promised you. 

And you promised me. 
To be as true 
As I would be. 

But since I see 

Your double heart. 
Farewell my part! 
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Thought for to take 
’Us not mind ; 

But to forsake 
One so unkind ; 

And as I find 
, So will I trust. 

Farewell, unjust! 

Can ye say nay 
But that you said 
That I alway 

Should be obeyed? 

And — thus betrayed 
Or that I wst! 

Farewell, unkist! 

Wyail 


Is it possible? 

And suddenly; where injury of cliance 
Puts back leave-taking, jusdes roughly by 
All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejoindurc, forcibly prevents 
Our lock’d embrasures, strangles out dear vows 
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath : 
We two, that with so many thousand sighs 
Did buy each other must poorly sell ourselves 
With the rude brevity and discharge of one. 
Injurious time now with a robber’s haste 
Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how : 

As many farewells as be stars in heaven. 

With distinct breatli and consign’d kisses to them. 
He fumbles up into a loose adieu 
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And scants us with a single famish'd kiss. 
Distasted with the salt of broken tears. 

Shakespeare 

Since then .come higher Destinies command. 

Let us not strive, nor labour to withstand 
Wiat is past help. Tlie longest date of grief 
Can never yield a hope of our relief : 

Fold back our arms; take home our fruitless love 
That must new fornincs try, like turtle-doves 
Dislodged from their haunts. We must in tears 
Untvind a love knit up in many years. 

In this last kiss I here surrender thee 
Back to thyself, — So, thou again art free: 

Thou in another, sad as that, resend 
The truest heart that lover e’er did lend. 

Now turn from each : so fare our sever’d hearts 
As the divorced soul from her body parts. 

Henry King, D.D. 

My love bound me with a kiss 
Tliat I should no longer stay ; 

When I felt so sweet a bliss, 

I had less power to part away. 

Alas ! that women doth not know 
Kisses make men loath to go. 

Yes, she knows it but too well. 

For I heard when Venus’ dove 
In her ear did softly tell 
’Tltat kisses were the seals of love; 

O muse not then though it be so, 

Kisses make men loath to go. 
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Wherefore did she thus inflame 
My desires, heat my blood, 

Instantly to quench the same 
And starve whom she hatlt given food? 

I the common sense can show. 

Kisses make men loath to go. 

Had she bid me go at first 
It would ne’er have grieved my heart, 
Hope delayed had been the worst ; 

But ah to kiss and then to part ! 

How deep it struck, speak, god, you know 
Kisses make men loatli to go. 

Anon. 


Grieve not, dear Love! although we often part: 
But know, that Nature gently dotli us sever, 
Thereby to train us up, tvith tender art. 

To brook die day when we must part for ever. 

For Nature, doubting we should be surprised 
By that sad day whose dread doth chiefly fear us, 
Doth keep us daily schooled and exercised ; 

Lest that the fright thereof should overbear us ! 

John Digby 


Notliing that ever befell me in my life sunk so 
deep into my heart as this farewell : I reproached 
him a thousand times in my thoughts for leaving 
me, for I would have gone witli him through the 
world, if I had begged my bread . . . 

... I fell into a itiolcnt fit of crying, every now 
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and then calling him by his name, which was 
James. “0, Jemv! ” said I, “come back, come 
back. I’ll ^vc you all I Iiavc; I’ll beg, I'll starve 
with you ! ’’ And thus I ran raving about die room 
several umes, and then sat down between whiles, 
and then walking about again called upon him to 
come back and then cried again ; and thus I passed 
the afternoon till about seven o’clock, when it was 
near dusk in the evening, being August, when to 
. my unspeakable surprise he comes back into the 
inn, and comes directly up into my chamber. 

1 w'as in the greatest confusion imaginable, and so 
was he too ; I could not imagine what should be the 
occasion of it; and began to be at odds with myself 
whether to be glad or sorry; but my alfcction 
biased all the rest, and it was impossible to conceal 
my joy, which was too great for smiles, for it burst 
out into tears. He was no sooner entered the room 
but he ran to me and took me in his arms, holding 
fast and almost stopping my breath wdth his 
kisses, but spoke not a word. At length I began, 
iny^dear,” said I, "how could you go aw'ay from 
me?” To whidi he gave no answer, for it was im- 
possible for him to speak. 

When our ecstasies were a little over he told me 
he W'as gone about fifteen miles, but it was not in 
ms power to go any further w'ithout coming back 
10 see me again, and to take his leave of me once 
more. 

1 ^ passed my time, and how 

loud I had called him to come back again. 

He told me he heard me very plain upon Dela- 
mcrc Forest at a place about five miles off. 

Defoe 
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“ ‘ O heavens 1 ’ a'ied she, bursting into tears, 
‘ can I bear to think that hundreds, thousands for 
aught I know, of miles or leagues, that lands and 
seas are between us? . . . You ttill pay a few sighs, 
perhaps a few tears, at parting, and then new scenes 
will drive away the thoughts of poor Amelia from 
your bosom; but what assistance shall I have in 
my affliction? not that any change of scene could 
drive you one moment from my remembrance' 
yet here every object I behold will place your loved 
idea in tire liveliest manner before my eyes. Tltis 
is the bed in wltidi you have reposed ; that is die 
chair on wiiich you sat. Upon these boards you 
have stood. These books you have read to me. Can 
I walk among our beds of flowers without liewing 
your favourites, nay, those which you have planted 
with your own hands? can I see one beauty from 
our beloved mount wiiich you have not pointed out 
to me? ’ — ^Thus she went on, the woman, madam, 
you see, still prevailing. — ‘ Since you mention it,’ 
says Miss Matthews, with a smUc, ‘ I own tlie same 
observation occurred to me. . . .’ ” 

Fielding 


I sat with one I love last night. 

She sang to me an olden strain ; 

In former times it w'okc delight. 

Last night — but pain. 

Last night ive saw the stars arise. 

But clouds soon dimmed the etlier blue : 
And when ivc sought each other’s eyes 
Tears dimmed them too ! 
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\Vc paced alone our fav’ritc walk 
But paced in silence broken-hearted : 

Of old we used to smile and talk. 

Last night — ^wc parted. 

George Darley 


Could Love part thus? was it not well to speak, 
To have spoken once? It coidd not but be well. 
The slow sweet hours that bring us all things good, 
Tire slow sad hours that bring us all things ill. 

And all good things from evil, brought the night 
In wliidi we sat togedicr and alone. 

And to the want, tliat hollow’d all the heart. 

Gave utterance by the yearning of an eye 
Tliat burn’d upon its object through such tears 
As flow but once a life. 

The trance gave way 
To diosc caresses, when a hundred times 
In that last kiss, which never was the last, 
Farewell, like endless welcome, lived and died. 
Then follow’d counsel, comfort, and the words 
That make a man feel strong in speaking truth ; 
Till now the dark was worn, and overhead 
The lights of sunset and of sunrise mix’d 
In that brief night ; the summer night, that paused 
Among her stars to hear us ; stars that hung 
Love-charm’d to listen ; .all the wheels of Time 
Spun round in station, but die end had come. 

Oh then like those who clench their nerves to 
rush 

Upon their dissolution, wc two rose, 
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There — closing like an individual life — 

In one blind cry of passion and of pain, 

Like bitter accusation, cv'n to death. 

Caught up the whole of love and utter’d it, 

And bade adieu for ever. . . . 

Tennyson 


Parted! — oh word pregnant with misery. 

Never to see dtose heavenly eyes again, nor hear 
that silvery voice I Never again to watch that 
peerless form walk the minuet, nor see it lift the 
grey horse over a fence with the grace and spirit 
that seemed inseparable from it I 

Desolation streamed over him at the thought. 
And next Ins forlorn mind began to cling even to 
the inanimate objects tiiat were dotted about the 
place which held her. He passed a litde farmhouse 
into wliich he and Kate had once been driven by a 
storm, and had sat together by the kitchen fire; and 
the farmer’s wife had smiled on them for sweet- 
hearts, and made them drink rum and milk, and 
stay till the sun was fairly out. “ Ah ! good-bye, 
little farm,” he sighed, *' when shall I ever see you 
again? ” 

He passed a brook where they had often stopped 
together and given their panting horses just a 
mouthful after a run with the harriers. “ Good-bye, 
little brook! ” said he; "you w'ill ripple on as be- 
fore, and warble as you go; but I sh^l never drink 
at your water more, nor hear your pleasant mur- 
mur with her I love.” 
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He sighed and crept away, still making for the 
sea. 

In the icy depression of his heart, his body and 
his senses were half paralysed, and none rvould 
have known the accomplished huntsman in this 
broken man, who hung anyhow over his marc’s 
neck, and went to and fro in the saddle. 

When he had gone about five miles he came to 
die crest of a hilk he remembered that, once past 
that brow, he could sec Peyton Hall no more. 
He turned slowly and cast a sorrotvful look at it. 

It was winter, but the afternoon sun had come 
out bright. The horizontal beams struck full upon 
the house, and all the Western panes shone like 
burnished gold — her very abode how glorious it 
looked! And he was to .sec it no more. 

He gazed and gazed at the bright house till love 
and sorrow dimmed his eyes, and he could sec the 
beloved place no more. Then his dogged will pre- 
vailed, and carried him away towards tlie sea, but 
crying like a woman now, and hanging all dislo- 
cated over his horse’s mane. 

Charles Rcadc 


Mr. Carlyle released one of his hands, she had 
taken them both; and with his own handkerchief, 
wiged the death-dew from her forehead. 

‘It is no sin to anticipate it, Archibald. For 
there will be no marrying or giving in marriage in 
heaven. Christ has said so, though we do not know 
how it will be. My sin will be remembered no more 
there, and we shall be together with our cliildren 
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for ever and for ever! keep a litde corner in your 
heart for your poor lost Isabel.” 

“ Yes, yes,” he whispered. 

Arc you leaving me? ” She uttered in a ttild 
tone of pain. 

“ You are grooving faint, I perceive. I must call 
assistance.” 

"Farewell, then; farewell, until eternity,” she 
sighed, the tears raining dotvn from her eyes. “ It 
is death, I think, not faintness. Oh, but it is hard 
to part! Farewell, farewell, mv once dear hus- 
band! ” 

She raised her head from the pillow, exdtcnient 
lending her strength; she clung to his arm; she 
lifted her face in its sad yearning. Mr. Carlyle 
laid her tenderly down again, and suffered his lips 
to rest upon hers. 

“ Until eternit}’,” he whispered. 

She followed him with her eyes as he retreated 
and watched him from the room, then turned her 
face to the wall. “ It is over. Only God now.” 

Mr. Carlyle took an instant’s counsel with him- 
self, pausing at the head of the stairs. 

Mrs. Henry Wood 


“ Never,” said he, as he ground Iris teeth, " never 
was anything so frail and so indomitable. A mere 
reed she feeJs in my hand ! ” (And he shook me 
with the force of his bold.) “ I could bend her with 
my finger and thumb; and what good would it do 

if I bent, if I uptorc, if I crushed her? And it 

is you, spirit — ^widi will, and energy, and virtue, and 
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purity — that I want; not alone votir brittle frame. 
Of yourself yon would come with soft flight and 
hesue against my heart if you would; seized 
against your will, you tvonld elude the grasp like 
an essence — you will vanish ere I inhale your 
fragrance. Oh 1 come, Jane, come ! ” 

As he said this he released me from his clutch, 
and only looked at me. The look was far worse to 
resist than the frantic strain; only an idiot, how- 
ever, would have succumbed now. I had dared and 
baffled his fury; I must elude his sorrow; I retired 
to the door. 

“ You arc going, Jane? ” 

“ I am going, sir.” 

*' You are leaving me? ” 

" Yes.” 

" You will not come? You will not be my com- 
forter, my rescuer? My deep love, my ivild woe, 
my frantic pr.ayer, arc all nothing to you? ” 

^^fllat unutterable pathos was in his voice? How 
hard it was to reiterate firmly, ” I am going.” 

“Jane!” 

“ Mr. Rochester! ” 

" Yflthdraw, then — I consent; but remember you 
leave me here in anguish. Go up to your own 
room; think over all 1 have .said, and, Jane, cast a 
glance on my sufferings — think of me.” 

He turned away; he threw himself on his face 
on the sofa. “Oh, Jane! my hope — my love, my 
life! ” broke in anguish from his lips. Then came 
a deep, strong sob. 

I had already gained the door; but reader, I 
walked back — walked back as determinedly as I had 
retreated. I knelt down by him; I turned his face 
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from tlie cushion to me; I kissed his clicck; I 
smoothed his hair with my hand. 

" God bless you, my dear master! ” I said, “ God 
keep you from harm and wrong — direct you, solace 
you — ^reward you well for your past kindness to 
me.” 

“ Litdc Jane’s love would have been my best 
reward,” he answered ; “ without it my heart is 
broken. But Jane will give me her love: yes — 
nobly, generously.” 

Up the blood rushed to his face, fortli flashed d\c 
fire from his eyes, erect he sprang; he held his 
arms out; but I evaded the embrace, and at once 
quitted the room. 

“ Farewell ! " was the cry of my heart as I left 
him. Despair added, “Farewell, forever! ” 

Charlotte Bronte 


“ Oh, it is difficult — life is very difficult! It seems 
right to me someumes that we should follow our 
strongest feeling; but then, such feelings continti- 
ally come across the dcs that all our former life 
has made for us — the ties that have made others 
dependent on us — and would cut them in two. If 
life were quite easy and simple, as it might have 
been in Paradise, and we could always sec dtat one 
being first towards whom ... I mean, if life did not 
make duties for us before love conies, love would 
be a sign that two people ought to belong to each 
other. But I sec — I feel it is not so now: there arc 
things wc must renounce in life; some of us must 
resign love. Many things are difficult and dark lo 
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me; bin I seen one thing quite dearly — that I must 
not, cannot, seek my own happiness hy sacrificing 
others. Love is natural ; hut .surely pity and faith- 
fulness and memory arc natural too. And they 
would live in me still, and punish me if I did not 
obey them. I should he haunted hy the suffering I 
had caused. Our love would he poisoned. Don’t 
urge me; help me — ^lielp me, because I love you.” 

Maggie had hccomc more and more earnest :is 
she w’ent on ; her face had hccomc flushed, and her 
eyes fuller and fuller of appealing love. Stephen 
had the fibre of nobleness m him that nhrated to 
her appeal : hut in the same moment — how could 
it he otherwise? — that pleading beauty gained new 
power over him. 

‘‘Dearest,” he said, in scarcely more tlian a 
wliispcr, while his arm stole round her, ‘‘I’ll do, 
I’ll bear tmything yoti wish. But — one kiss — one — 
the last— before we part.” 

One kiss — and then a long look — until Maggie 
said tremulously, “ Let me ero — let us make haste 
back.” , ^ 

George Eliot 


I came, I saw thee rise ; — the blood 
Came flooding to thy languid check. 

Lock’d in each odicr’s arms we stood. 

In tears, with hearts too full to speak. 

Days flew” ah, soon I could discern 
A trouble in tliinc alter’d air. 

Thy hand lay languidly in mine — 

Thy cheek was grave, thy speech grew rare. 
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I blame thee not: — this heart. I know 
To be Jong lov'd was never firamed ; 

For something in its depths doth glow 
Too strange, too restless, too untam'd. 

And women — ^things that live and move 
Min’d by the fever of the soul — 

They seek to find in those they love 
Stem strength, and promise of control. 

They ask not kindness, gende ways; 

These they themselves have tried and known 

They ask a soul that never sways 

With the blind gusts which shake their own. 

I too have felt the load I bore 
In a too strong emotion’s sway ; 

I too have wish'd, no woman more. 

This startling, feverish heart away. 

I too have long’d for trenchant force. 

And trill like a dividing spear; 

Have praised the keen, unscrupulous course, 
TWiich knows no doubt, which feels no fear. 

But in the world I Icamt. what there 
Thou too wilt surely one day prove. 

That trill, that energy, though rare. 

Are yet far far less rare than love. 

Go, then ! till Time and Fate impress 
This truth on thee, be mine no morel 
Ther mil: for thou, I feel no less 
Than I, wert destin'd to this lore. 

Matthexv Arnold 
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It is but little that reniaincth, 

Of the kindness that you gave me, 

And that little precious remnant you ivithhold. 
Go free; I know that time constraincth, 

Wilful blindness could not save me : 

Yet you say I caused the change that I foretold. 

At every sweet unasked relenting. 

Though you tried me with caprice, 

Did my welcome, did my gladness ever fail? 
To-day not loud is my lamcndng: 

Do not chide me ; it shall cease : 

Could I think of vanished love without a wail? 


Elsewhere, you lightly say, are blooming 
All the graces I desire ; 

Thus you goad me to the treason of content ; 

If ever, when your brow is glooming. 

Softer faces I admire. 

Then your lightnings make me tremble and repent. 


Grant this; whatever else bcguilcdi 
Restless dreaming, drowsy toil. 

As a plaything, as a windfall, let me hail it. 
Believe: the brightest one that smileth 
To your beaming is a foil. 

To the splendour breaking from you, though you 
veil it. 


William Cory 


• • • “ I shall never let him know diat I do not 
love him — never. If tilings had only remained as 
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they seemed to be, if voti hnd really forgotten me 
and married another woman. 1 could have l>onie 
it better. I wish 1 ditl not know the triidt as I know 
it now! But our life, what is it? Let ns be brave, 
Edward, and live out our few remaining yc.ars with 
dignity. They trill not t)c long! . . . Now. good-bye. 
good-bye! ” 

“ I wish I could he near and touch you once. ju«i 
once,” said Springrovc, in a voice wli'ich he v.niily 
endeavoured to keep firm and clear, 

Tlicy lookc-d at the river, then into it; a shaal 
of minnow.s was floating over the sandy Itoitoin, like 
die black dashes on miniver; though nairow, the 
stream was deep, and there was no bridge. 

"Cythcrca, reach out your hand that I may jti<t 
toudt it with mine.” 

She stepped to the hrink and .strctclicd out licr 
hand and lingers towards his. hut not into them. 
Tltc river was too wide. 

“Never mind,” said Cythcrca, her voice broken 
hy .agitation, " 1 must lie goiug. Got! bless and 
keep you. my l-hlw.ard! Gml hicss you! ” 

“I must touch you. I nnisi jiress your lianti! ” 
he said. 

'flicy came near — nearer — nearer stili— their 
fingers met. Tiicrc was a long firm clas|', s,.) clo'--- 
and still that each hand ojuld ftvl the oitu'r's puke 
throbbing lx-s:dc its own. 

'■ My Cythcrca! my .stolen pet Jamb! " 

She glanced a mute farewell from Iwr Large 
turhed eyes, lurnrtl, and r.an uiv theganlrn wjtbn-jt 
looking All v-a* over In-twccii jheni. 'Hu- 

river iiowed fui av quietly .and (uiolitnoridy 
ever, anti tlie rrtinnowc g.vihetr'l ay.vio ja thc'-t 
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favourite spot as if tlicy had never been dis- 
turbed. 

Nobody indoors guessed from her countenance 
and bearing tliat her heart tvas near to breaking 
widi the intensity of the misery tvhich gnawed 
there. At these tunes a woman cioes not faint, or 
weep, or scream, as she will in the moment of sud- 
den shocks. When lanced by a mental agony of 
such refined and special torture that it is indescrib- 
able by men’s words, she moves among her 
acquaintances much as before, and contrives so to 
cast her actions in the old moulds that she is only 
coiiiiidcrcd to be rather duller than usual. 

Hardy 


Sweet, there is nothing left to say 
But this, that love is never lost, 

Keen winter stabs the breasts of May 
Whose crimson roses burst his frost, 
Ships tempest-tossed 
Will find a harbour in some bay. 

And so we may. 

And there is nothing left to do. 

But to kiss once again and part. 

Nay, there is nothing we should rue, 

I have my beauty, — you, your Art, 
Nay, do not start, 

One world was not enough for two 
Like me .and you. 

Oscar Wilde 
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Farewell, then. It is finished. I forgo 
■^fith this all right in you, even that of tears. 

If I have spoken hardly, it will show 
How much I love you. With you disappears 
A glory, a romance of many years. 

■^Tiat you may be henceforth I will not know. 
The phantom of your presence on my fears 
Is impotent at length for weal or woe. 

Your past, your present, all alike must fade 
In a new land of dreams where love is not. 
Then kiss me and farewell. The dioice is made 
And we shall live to sec the past forgot. 

If not forgiven. See, I came to curse. 

Yet stay to bless. I know not which is worse. 

Wilfred Scirren Blunt 


" You are right not to speak. Summon all the 
pride which you possess, ^nobia, and obliterate 
the past from your mind — as I do. Let us be to 
each other as if we had never met.” He waited -t 
moment, looking down at the masked face, and 
wondering faintly in his trouble at her silence: 
then he went on, “ You may ask why this should 
be. I answer, because in die memory of the past 
there is danger for me, though there may and nill 
be, I trust, none for yon. But as for me, I could 
never see your face, nerrer hear your voice, without 
a pang, without remembering that once you were 
die one woman in the world for me, the woman 
for whose love I would have died. So, Zenobia, 
let us pan as friends if you will, but not to meet 
as friends. Heaven knows that in heart and soul 
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I am true to the girl who has given me her young 
heart, but ” — he hesitated — " but I should not 
answer for myself if from the shadow of ilic past 
there rose the Zenobia whom I so passionately 
loved and whom I pray Heaven I may forget. 
Good-bye, Zenobia. In time to come, some years 
hence, perhaps, when you have found some man 
more worthy of you, we may meet on equal terms ; 
but, till then, I pray Heaven that I may see your 
fair face no more.” 

Charles Garvice 


“I cannot stand it any longer,” Dick said, ve- 
hemently, clenching his hand and bringing it down 
like a sledge-hammer on the marble slab. ” I must 
go, or I shall make a beast of myself. Nell! I’m 
sailing for India to-morrow; say one kind word to 
me before I go. Oh, Nell! Nell ! you belonged to 
me before you belonged to him, damn him! ” 
Looking into his haggard, beautiful, terrible 
face, I forgot all I should have remembered : for- 
got virtue, and honour, and self-respect, my heart 
spoke out to Ills. " Oh, don’t go ! ” I cried, run- 
ning to him, “ don’t you know how I love you? 
For my sake stay ; I cannot live widiout you ! ” 

I clasped both hands on his rough coat sleeve, 
and my bowed head sank down upon tliem. 

'Do you suppose I can live in England and sec 
you belonging to another man? ” he asked harshly; 
" the world is all hell now, as it is; but tliat would 
be die^ blackest, nedtermost hell ! No, let me go,” 
he said fiercely, pushing me away from him 
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roughij'j while his face was writhen and dis- 
torted. 

. . . But I would not be put away : I dung about 
his neck in my bitter pain. 

" I’d rather go to hell with you than to heaven 
with him! ” I cried blasphemously. "Oh, dont 
leave me behind you! You're all I have in the 
world now. Oh, tAe me, rake me trith youl " 

- My hair fell in its splendid ruddy billows over 
his great shoulder, and my arms were flung about 
the stately pillar of his throat. 

He set his teeth hard, and drew in his breath; 
it was a tough ordeal. 

" I won’t,” he said hoarsely; “ for God’s sake stop 
tempting me. I’d sooner cut your throat than take 
you. Do you think it would be loving of me m 
bring you down to a level with the scum of the 
earth? Oh, Nell! Nell! You ought to be my 
good angel. Don’t tempt me to kill my own soiil 
and yours! ” 

The reproachful anguish of his tones smote me 
like a two-edged sword. I said no more; I lay pas- 
sive as a log in the aims that must so soon loose 
me for ever, while the madness died slowly, frostily 
out of me. 

Great tears are standing in his honest, tender 
agonized eyes — tears that don’t disgrace lus man- 
hood much, I think. 

“ Go now,” I whisper, huskily, “ I can bear it. 
God bless you, darling! ” 

" My little Nell. My own little snow-drop! ” he 
cries, and then he kisses me heartbrokenly; and 
as he so kisses and clasps me, a great blackness 
comes over my eyes, and I swoon away in his arms. 
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WJicn I come Ijack to life — come back with 
trouble, and siglung, and pain, I find myself lying 
in my heavy Inack draperies on the sofa; find the 
candles burning low, and tlie fire nearly out ; find 
that he is gone and that I am alone — alone for ever- 
more! 

Rhoda Broughton 


Like the touch of rain she was 
On a man’s flesh and hair and eyes 
When the joy of walking thus 
Has taken liim by surprise : 

With the love of the storm he burns, 

He sings, he laughs, well I know how. 

But forgets when he returns 

As I shall not forget her “ Go now.” 

Those two words shut a door 
Between me and die blessed r.iin 
That was never shut before 
And will not open again. 

Edward Thomas 


If I could have put you in my heart. 

If but I could have wrapped you in myself, 
How glad I should have been 1 
And now die chart 
Of memory unrolls again to me 
The course of our journey here, here where we 
part. 


2.1 
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And oh, that you had never, never been 
Some of your selves, my love, that some 
Of your several faces I had never seen ! 

And still they come before me and they go, 
And I cry aloud in die moments that intervene. 

And oh, my love, as I rock for you to-night, 
And have not any longer any hope 
To heal the suffering, or to make requite 
For all your life of asking and despair, 

I own that some of me is dead to-night. 

D. H. Laxercncc 
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Abscvcel Is nol the heart torn by it 
From more than light, or life, or breath ? 

’Tis Lethe’s gloom, but not its quiet. 

The pain without the peace of death. 

Campbell 

Love reckons hours for months and days for 
years; 

And every little absence is an age. 

Drtoen 

Absence not long enough to root out quite 

All love, increases love at second sight. 

Thomas May 

Alas I -when we most love the absent, when we 
most desire to see her, we try in vain to bring her 
image back to us. The troubled heart shakes and 
confounds it, even as ruffled waters do with 
shadows. Hateful things are more hateful when 
they haunt our sleep : the lovely flee away, or are 
changed into less lovely. 

Landor 

Love, however, is very materially assisted by a 
warm and active imagination: which has a long 
memory, and will thnve for a considerable time, 
on very slight and sparing food. Thus it is that ti 
often attains its most luxuriairt growth in separa- 
tion and under circumstances of the utmost diffi- 
culty. 


Dickens 



m- 


But lord, how shal I doon, how shul I liven? 
When shall I next my dcrc herte see? 

How shal this longc tyme a-wey be driven, 

Til that thou be ayein at hir fro me? 

Thou mayst answere, “ a-byd, a-byd,” but he 
That hangctli by the ncckkc, sooth to seyne, 
Iti grete disese abydeih for the peyne, 

Chaucer 

On tliee she speakes, on tliec she tlrinkes. 
With thee she cates, with thee she drinkes. 
With thee she talkes, with thee she mones, 
Witli thee she sighes, witli thee she groncs. 
With thee she sales farewell mine own 
When thou God knowes full farre art gon, 
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i\iid even to tell tbcc all aright, 

To thee she sales full oft good night. 

And names thee oft, her owne most dere. 

Her comfort wealc and al her clicre. 

And telles her pelow al tlie talc, 

Hotv thou hast doon her wo and bale. 

And hoiv she longes and plaines for thee. 
And sales why art thou so from me? . . . 
\niat wilt thou more? what cansi tliou crave? 
Since she is as thou wouldest her have. 

Then set this drivell out of dorc, 

Tliat in thy braines such tales doth poore. 

Of absence and of chaungcs strange . . . 

Surrey 


Absence, die noble truce 
Of Cupid’s war, 

Where, tliough desires want use. 
They honoured arc. 

Thou art die just protection 
Of prodigal affccuon; 

Have thou the praise. 

\Vhen bankrupt Cupid bravcdi, 
Tliy mines his credit saveth 
With sweet delays . . . 

Absence, like daintv clouds. 

On glorioiis-brigJit, 

Nature's weak senses shrouds 
From harming light. 

Absence maini.alns the treasure 
Of pleasure unto pleasure. 

Sparing with praise. 
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Absence doth nurse the fire, 
Wiiclt starves and feeds desire 
With sweet delays . . , 

But thouglits, be not so brave 
With absent joy; 

For you with that you have 
Yourself destroy. 

The absence which you glory 
Is that wliich makes you sorry, 
And hum in vain ; 

For thought is not the weapon 
Wherewith thought’s cash men 
dteapen, 

Absence is pain. 

Ftilkc GreviUe 


Since you must go, and I must bid farewell, 

Hear, mistress, your departing servant tell 
What it is like : and do not think they can 
Be idle words, though of a parting man. 

It is as if a night should shade noon-day, 

Or that the moon were here, but forced away; 

And we were left under that hemi.sphere, 

Where we must feel it dark for half a year. 

Wliat fate is this, to change men’s days and hours, 
To sliift their seasons, and destroy their powers ! 
Alas ! I have lost my heat, my blood, my prime. 
Winter has come a quarter ere his time 1 
My health will leave me; and when you depart. 
How shall I do, sweet mistress, for my heart? 
lou tyould restore it? No, that’s wortlr a fear. 

As if it were not worthy to be there : 
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O, keep it still; for it had ratlter be 
Your sacrifice, than here remain wiili me; 

And so I spare it; come what can become 
Of me. I’ll softly tread unto my tomb; 

Or, like a ghost, walk silent amongst men. 

Till I may see both it and you again. 

Ben Jonsoii 


Good night, good rest. Alt! neither be my share. 

She bade good night that kept my rest away; 
And daffed me to a cabin hanged tvith care. 

To descant on the doubts of my decay. 

“ Farewell,” quoth she, “ and come again 
to-morrow.” 

Fare well I could not, for I supped with 
sorrow. 

Yet at my parting sweetly did she smile. 

In scorn of friendship, nil! I construe whether : 
’T may be, she joyed to jest at my exile, 

’T may be, again to make me wander tluther. 

' Wander ’, a word for shadows like myself, 
As take the pain, but cannot pluck the pelf. 


Lord! hotv mine eyes dirow gazes to the east; 

My heart doth charge the watch; the morning 
rise 

Doth dte each moving sense from idle rest. 

Not daring trust the office of mine eyes, 

\iTiile Philomela sits and sings, I sit and mark, 
And wish her lays were tuned like the lark; 
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For she doth welcome daylight with her ditty, 

And drives away dark, dismal, dreaming night: 

Tlic night so packed, I post unto my pretty ; 

Heart hath his hope, and eyes their wished sight; 

Sorrow changed to solace, and solace mixed 
with sorrow; 

For why. she sighed and hade me come 
to-morrow. 

Were I with her, the night would post too soon; 

But now are minutes added to the hours; 

To spite me now, cadt minute seems a moon ; 

Yet not for me, shine sun to succour flowers! 

Pack night, peep day; good day, of night now 
borrow : 

Short, night, to-night, and length thyself 
to-morrow. 

Anon. 


It is not tliat I love you less. 

Than when before your feet I lay: 

But to prevent the sad increase 
Of hopeless love, I keep away! 

In vain, alas I For every thing 

Wliidi I have known belongs to you. 
Your form does to my fancy bring ; 

And makes my old wounds bleed anew ! 

But vowed I have! and never must 
Your banished Servant trouble you! 

For if I break ; yoti may mistrust 
The vow I made to love you too ! 

Waller 
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Therefore where e’re you go 
7 must go too ; 

What c’re your busLnesse is, 

Bce’t that or this : 

Yet still my busincssc is to wait on you; 

Nay prethy, my Dearest, why 
So coy and sliie? 

Yes, yes, you’I come agen. 

But prcdiy when? 

Here must 7 moap alone; 

^\^u^st you some other love. 

Or in your Cabinet above. 

Some letters doat upon, 

Wliich teach you how to say me nay: 

But know, Amanda, if too long you stay. 

My soul shall vanish into airc. 

And haunt and dodge thee ev’ry where. 
’Tis fit when thou tak’st Heav’n from me, 
Thou take at least my soul widi thee. 

Natha7i{el Hookes 


But absent, what fantastic woes, aroused, 
Rage in each thought, by restless musing fed, 
CliiU the warm cheek, and blast the bloom of 
life! 

Neglected fortune flics; and, sliding pvift. 
Prone into ruin fall his scorned affairs. 

’Tis nought but gloom around. The darken’d 
sun 

Loses his sight. The rosy-bosom’d Spring 
To weeping fancy pines ; and yon bright arch. 
Contracted, bends into a dusky vault. 

All Nature fades extinct; and she alone 
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Heard, felt, and seen, possesses every thouglit, 
Fills every sense, and pants in every vein. 
Books are but formal dulness, tedious friends; 
And sad amid the sodal band he sits, 

Lonely and imattentive. From the tongue 
The unfinish’d period falls : while, borne away 
On swelling tliought, his wafted spirit flies 
To the vain bosom of his distant fair; 

And leaves the semblance of a lover, fix'd 
In melancholy site, with head declined, 

And love-dejeaed eyes. 

James Thomson 


Tcfhini that in an hour must die, 

Not swifter seems tltat hour to fly, 

Tlian slow the minutes seem to me 
^Vhich keep me from the sight of thee. 

No more that trembling wretch would give 
Another dav or year to Jive, 

Than I to sitorten what remains 
Of that long hour which tfiec detains. 

Oh, come to my impatient arms. 

Oil, come with all tliy heavenly charms, 

At once to jusnfy and pay 
Tile pain I feel from this delay. 

Lord Lyttelton 


With leaden foot Time creeps along 
While Delia is away ; 

With her, nor plaintive wa.s the .«ong. 
Nor tcflious was the day. 
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All, envious Pow'r, reverse my doom; 

Non' double thy career, 

Strain cv’ry nerve*, strctcli ev’ry plume. 
And rest them when she’s here. 

Richard Jago 


Here, ever since you went abroad. 

If tlierc be diangc, no change I sec : 

I only walk our wonted road. 

Tlie road is only walk’d by me. 

Yes : I forgot ; a ebange there is — 

Was it of that you bade me tell? 

I catch at times, at times I miss 
The sight, the tone, I know so well. 

Oi^' two months since you stood here? 
Ttvo shortest months? Then tell me 
why 

Voices arc harsher than they were. 

And tears arc longer ere they dry. 

Landor 


Knight’s experience was a complete disproof of 
the assumption that love always comes by glances 
of the eye and sympathetic touches of the fingers : 
that, - like flame, it makes itself palpable at tlie 
moment of generation. Not till they were parted, 
and she had become sublimated in his memory, 
could he be said to have even attentively regarded 
her. 

Thus, having passively gathered up images of 
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0 now thou art conic, she cried, 

'Tis fled : but I thought to-day 

1 never could here abide. 

If thou wert longer away. 

Robert Bridges 


He tried to recall her face, but he could not. 
When they were together he had not seen her ; he 
had only felt her presence, only trembled at each 
slight movement of her hands. He always watched 
them when he ivas talking to her. He knew every 
movement of those strong, slender hands by heart. 
She had a little way of opening and shutdng her 
left hand as she talked. He smiled even now ,is 
he thought of it. And she had a certain wave in 
her hair just above one car, tliat was not the same 
over the other ear. But her face — no, he could not 
see her face. 

He tried again. They were sitting once again, 
he and she, not very near, nor very far apart, in 
the low entresol room at Overlcigh. He could sec 
her now. She was arranging die lilics-of-thc-valley. 
and he was saying to himself, as he watclied her 
with his chin in liis hands, " This is only the bcgiii- 
>hng. There will be many times like this, only 
dearer and sweeter dian tins.” 

Many times I That deep conviedon had proved 
as false as all the rest — as false as everything else 
which he had trusted. 

And all in a moment as he looked, as he remem- 
bered, was it endurance, was it principle, diat 
seemed to snap? 

He set his teeth and ground his heel into the 
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My lovely one, be near to me to-night. 

For now I need you mo.st, since I have gone 
Through the sparse tvoodland in tlic fading light, 
^\^^erc in time past we two have walked alone, 
Heard tlic loud nightjar spin his pleasant note. 
And seen the wild rose folded up for sleep. 

And whispered, though the soft word choked my 

• throat. 

Your dear name out across the valley deep. 

Be near to me, for now I need you most. 

To-night I saw an unsubstantial dame 
Flickering along those shadowy paths, a ghost 
That turned to me and answered to your name. 
Mocking me tvith a wraith of far delight, 

• • . My lovely one, be near to me to-night. 

Edward Shanks 


The people, the horses and carts, the cabs went 
on their way. Often it seemed that this figure must 
be Martin’s — now this — now this. . . . And on every 
occasion Maggie’s heart rose in her breast, ham- 
mered at her eyes, then sank again. Over and over 
she told to herself every incident of yesterday’s 
meeting. Always it ended in that same wonderful 
climax when she was caught to his breast and felt 
his hand at her neck and tlicn his mouth upon 
hers. She could still feel against her skin tlic rough 
warm stuff of liis coat and the soft roughness of his 
cheek and the stiff roughness of his hair. She could 
still feel how his mouth had just touched hers and 
then suddenly gripped it as though it would never 
let it go; then she had been absorbed by him, into 
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his very heart, so that still now she felt as though 
with his strong arms and his hard firm body he was 
around her and about her. 

Oh, she loved him I she loved him 1 but why did 
he not come? Had he been able only to pass down 
the street and smile up to her window as he went 
that would have been something. It would at least 
have reassured her that yesterday was not a dream, 
an invention, and that he was sail there and 
thought of her and cared for her. . . . 

Hugh Walpole 
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Love and Despair, like twins, possest 
At the same fatal birth my breast; 

Granvuxe 


" I thought LOVE had been a joyous thing,” quoth 
my uncle Toby — "’Tis the most serious thing, an’ 
please your Honour (sometimes) that is in the 
world.” 

Sterne 


I find it hard to conceive any love worth the 
name, any love, that is, with some power of per- 
manence, that has not sometimes been experienced 
as anguish. 

Havelock Eius 


For of all the miseries attaching to miserable 
love, the worst is the misery of thinking that the 
passion which is the cause of them all may cease. 

Thomas Hardy 




There was never nothing more me pained, 
Nor nothing more me moved. 

As when my sweet Heart her complained 
That ever Sire me loved ! 

Alas! the while! 

With piteous look, She said and sighed, 

“ Alas! what aileth me 

To love, and set my wealth so light 
On him that loveth not me ! 

Alas! the w’hilc! 

“ Was I not well void of all pain, 

■ When that nothing me grieved? 

And now widr sorrows I must complain. 
And cannot be relieved ! 

Alas! the while! 
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*■ My restful nights and joyful days, 
Since I began to love. 

Betake from me! All things decay! 
Yet I cannot remove! 

Alas! die while! 

She wept and wrung her hands withal ; 

The tears fell on my neck : 

She turned her face, and let it fall; 
Scarcely therewith could speak. 
Alas! the while! 


Her pains tormented me so sore. 

That comfort had I none; 

But cursed my fortune more and more 
To sec her sob and groan. 

Alas! the while! 


uyms 


Tlic rolling whceic that runneth often round. 

Tlic hardest stcele, in tract of lime dodi tcarc : 
And drizling drops, that often doc redound. 

The firmc.si flint doth in continuance wcare: 

Yet cannot I, uith many a dropping teare 
And long intreaty, soften her hard hart ; 

That she will once voudisafe my plaint to htarc, 

Or looke with pitty on my paj-netul smart ; 

But. -Icade, she bids me play my part ; 

And' ' Vjysaycs, Tcarcs arc but water, 

.-Vnd,-' '.-t- I know the art; 

And hir scife to laughter. 

So ' and picadc in mine, 

WTiP *oth still rcmaync. 

Spnncr . 
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Ring out your belles, let mourning shewes 
be spread 
For Love is dead ; 

All Love is dead, infected 
With plague of deep disclaine: 

\^^orth, as nought worth, rejected, 

And Faith faire scornc doth gainc. 

From so ungrateful! fancic. 

From such a fcmal! franzie, 

From them that use men thus. 

Good Lord, deliver us! 

Weepc, neighbours, weepc; do you not 
hcare it said 
Tliat Love is dead? 

His death-bed, pc.acock’s follic; 

His winding shecte is shame; 

His will, false-seeming holic ; 

His soule executor, blame. 

From so ungratefull fancie, 

From such a fcmall franzie. 

From them that use men thus, 

Good Lord, deliver us 1 . . . 

Sidney 


O love ! I never before knew what thou wert, and 
now hast thou made me that I know not what my 
selfc am 1 Oncly this I know, that I must endure 
intolerable passions for iinknowne pleasures. Dis- 
pute not the cause, wretch, but yceld to it; for it is 
better to melt with desire than UTastle with love. 

Lyly 
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Great is the folly of a feeble brain, 

O’er rul’d tvith love, and tyrannous disdain. 

For love, however in the basest breast. 

It breeds high thoughts that feed the fancy best : 
Yet is he blind, and leads poor fools awry, 

WHiilc tltcy hang gazing on their mistress' eye. 

The love-sick poet, whose importune prayer 
Repulsed is with resolute despair, 

Hopeth to conquer his disdainful dame. 

With piiblick plaints of his conceived flame. 

Then pours he forth in patdicd sonnettings. 

His love, his lust, and loathsome flatterings: 

As though the staring world bang’d on his sleeve. 
When once he smiles, to laugh ; and when he sighs, 
to grieve. 

Joseph Hall 


I oft have heard men say there be 
Some that uith confidence profess 
The helpful Art of Memory : 

But could they teach Forgetfulness, 

I'd learn; and try what further art could do 
To make me love her and forget her too. 

]Villin7n Browne 


If Love be life, I long to die! 

Live they that list, for me ! 

And he that gains die most thereby, 
A fool, at least, shall be 1 
But he that feels the sorest fits, 
’Scapes with no less than loss of wits ! 
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Sought only to enjoy his face, 

Or any one peculiar grace 
, 0£ foot, ol hand, of lij^, or eye ; 

I might have lived ; where now T die 1 
B\*t I, presuming all to choose, 

Am now condemned all to lose! 

Richard Bronte 


Tell me no more, how fair She is! 

I have no mind to hear 
The story of that distant bliss, 

I never shall come near. 

By sad experience I have found 
That her perfection is my wound. 

And tell me not, how fond I am, 

To tempt a daring fate ! 

From whence no triumph ever came, 

But to repent too latel 

There is some hope, ere long, I may, 
In silence dote myself away. , . . 

Henry King, D.D. 


So cv’ry Passion, but fond Love, 

Unto its own redress does move ! 

But that alone, the wretch inclines 
To what prevents his own designs ! 

Makes him lament, and sigh, and weep I 
Disordered, tremble, fawn, and creep ! 
Postures which render him despised ; 
Where he endeavours to be prized I 

Waller 
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'I'hr F.itiilhh in 

Wisi^t !■’< i'.t’f tfkf. *' \Vh:ti ^ha!{ lift/mu- of mer ” 
Ai'.il dt-iwUn- my <lr*n!;i{iot!*. jiiiy, 

’lliou ifs shy h'MiKv’s 'fssr.'trh to rcc 
My imyic dowr.inll. and my fumr.'il tiitiy. 

No litnhrcl, hut my heart ihoti pl.iy’*i tmoti, 
Who'^? sttinj!;' iire rtrcuiicii (into the highest 
};cy; 

'Hjc di.tj>a*o!s, love: lore i^ the litiiwit); 

In hoe nsv life :md lahmirf. vr.i'.te awnv. 

Only icgardft''i to the Horki shmi Ic.ivest'inc. 
W'hihi "lain hope*, ttirtiing ironi the feaH of 
fiirtow, 

I’mo despair, their kitig. rrhith ne'er tleceivc-’t me, 
CaptUe my Itrari, who'C hlnth night hairs the 
nnirtmv. 

And he in rnth of iny tlistrcsretl erv 
Plants me n tvcepirigVfar tvithin nnne eye. 

Henry CousInUe 


liiron. . . . By the l.orti. this love is as mad as 
Ajas: it I;i!t< >hecj>, it kills me, 1 am a sheep; svcll 
pro’.etl again, o my .sidel 1 will not love: if I do, 
hang me; i' (aitlt, 1 will not. 0, hut her eye, — by 
this liglii, hilt for her eye, 1 svoiild not love Iicr; yes, 
for her tsvo eyes, Well, f do nothing in th.e world 
Inn lie. .and lie in my throat. Ify heaven, I do love: 
and it hath tanght me to rhyme and to he melan- 
choly;... 

SUahesf'enre 
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Great is the foUy of a feeble brain, 

O’er rul’d with love, and tyrannous disdain. 

For love, however in tlic basest breast. 

It breeds bi^b thoughts that feed the fancy best ; 
Yet is be blind, and leads poor fools awry, 

WTiilc they bang gazing on their mistress’ eye. 

The love-sick poet, whose importune prayer 
Repulsed is with resolute despair, 

Hopetlr to conquer his disdainful dame. 

With publick plaints of his conceived flame. 

Then pours he forth in patched sonnettings. 

His love, liis lust, and loathsome flattcrings : 

As though the staring world bang’d on his sleeve. 
When once he smiles, to laugh : and when he sighs, 
to grieve. 

Joseph Hall 


I oft have heard men say there be 
Some that with confidence profess 
The helpful Art of Memory: 

But could they tcacli Forgetfulness, 

I’d learn ; and try what further art could do 
To make me love her and forget her too. 

William Browne 


K Love be life, I long to die ! 

Live dicy that list, for me ! 

And he that gains the most thereby, 
A fool, at least, shall be 1 
But he that feels the sorest fits, 
’Scapes with no less tlian loss of mts 1 
377 
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(.'nhrijipy iifr dicy 
Which rntert.'iiti! 

Jn ihiy, by feigned looks they live; 

By lying drr.-uin in night! 
ikith froHii, ;i «h';i(lly wonnti doth give; 

Kricli stnitc, a fnhc delight! 

If ‘t hap titfir l.ady i)U-.T.ani swin ; 

It is for nihcrs' hn-tr ! rliry tlcttn : 

If stiid Site sct'iu of joy, 

Disdain tioih make her coy! 

Such is the jfcace that fa^neis find! 

Such is ilic life they H-atl! 

IMown hi re and there, with every wind, 
Ukc floucrs in the mead I 
Xow, war ! Now. peace! I'lieti, war .again 
Desire! Despair! Dc-ligitt! Disdain! 
'rhoiigh tlead, in midst of life! 

(n jtrace, ,and vet at strife! 

A. H'. 


Nor J^)ve, nor Fate, dare I accuse: 
For that my I,ovc diti me refuse: 

Btit, O, ntiiie t»wn wnworthincsc, 

That durst presume so mickle bliss! 

It was too much, for me to love 
A man so like the Gotls above! 

An angel's shape, and saint-like voice, 
Arc too divine for human choice. 
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Sought only to enjoy his face, 

Or any one peculiar grace 

Of foot, of hand, of lip, or eye ; 

I might have lived ; where now I die ! 
Bv*t I, presuming all to choose, 

Am now condemned all to lose! 

Richard Drome 


Tell me no more, how fair She is 1 
I have no mind to hear 
The story of that distant bliss, 

I never shall come near. 

By sad experience I have found 
That her perfection is my wound. 

And tell me nor, how fond I am, 

To tempt a daring fate 1 
From whence no triumph ever came, 

But to repent too late! 

There is some hope, ere long, 1 may, 
In silence dote myself away. ... 

Henry King, D.D. 


So ev’ry Passion, but fond Love, 

Unto its own redress docs move ! 

But that alone, the wretch inclines 
To what prevents Ids own designs 1 

Makes 1dm lament, and sigh, and weep 1 
Disordered, tremble, fawn, and creep I 
Postures which render him despised; 
Where he endeavours to be prized I 

Waller 
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Tliere's no d.nliying with Love ; 

Though he be a child and blind ! 

Then let none die danger prove; 

Who would to himself be kind ! » 

Smile he does, when thou dost play 
But Ills smiles to death betray! 

Lately with the Boy I sported, 

Love I did not ; yet love feigned. 

Had not Mistress; yet I courted. 

Sigh I did ; yet was not pained. 

Till at last, this love in jest. 

Proved in earnest my' unrest! 

None who loves not, then make shoiv! 

Love’s as ill deceived as Fate! 

Fly the Boy: he’ll cog and woo! 

Mock him; and he wounds thee straight! 
All ! who dally, boast in vain ; 

False love wants not real pain! 

Sir Edward Sherburne 


Estridge. . . . these good creatures. Women, are' 
like cats, if once made tame, any one may play ivith 
’um ; if not, diere’s no coming near ’um. 

Modish. Thou think’st thou hast maul’d ’um 
now ; Why I tell thee. Jack, a Hector is not readier 
to pick a Quarrel with a sawey Creditor, and swear 
he win never pay the Rascal, men a man is to have 
one with his Mistress towards tlie latter end of an 
Amour; especially if it amounts to a handsom 
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occasion of leaving her, ’tis die kindest thing she 
can do then : what tliink you Esiridge. 

Estridge. Faith, I’m of your mind, yet I have 
known some unconscionable Ladies make their Ser- 
vants wait as long for a just Exception, and almost 
as impatiently, as they did for the first favour. 

Scdlcy 


One night, when all the village slept, 
Myrtillo’s sad despair. 

The wand’ring Shepherd waking kept, 

To tell the woods his care. 

“ Be gone ! ” said he, “ fond thought, be gone I 
Eyes, give your sorrows o’er ! 

Why should you waste your tears for one 
That diinks on you no more? 

“ Yet all the birds, the flocks, and Powers, 
Tliat dwell widiin tliis grove, 

Can teU how many tender hours 
We here have passed in love I 

“Yon stars above (my cruel foesl) 

Have heard how She has sworn, 

A dtousand times, diat, like to those 
Her flame should ever burn ! 

“ But since She’s lost ; O, let me have 
My wish, and quickly die! 

In this cold bank, I’ll make a grave ; 

And there, for ever lie! 
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’• Snd nightingales, the March shall keep; 

And kindly here complain! " 

Thcii down tiic Slicphcrd lay to sleep; 

Jlnt never waked again ! 

Sir Carr Scrape 


Break, hreak. my foolish heart. 

Loaded with love, and with despair opprest. 

How canst thou bear thy smart? 

How rule the ferment of this lab'ring breast? 

No more the swelling cloud’s black hoard retain; 
Break, break, thou foolish heart, and vent th’ 
included pain. 

How cruel is thy fate. 

Doom’d to despair, tlio' meeting no disdain? 

Thy nymph too soft to hate, 

Shares all thy cares, and pities all thy pain. 

In vaiji ; for all moves not her rigid will ; 

The wish may be to save, but die resolve's to kill 

How can I hope redress. 

Sworn not so much as to request a cure? 

Who, to preserve her peace. 

Have vow’d dc.spnir, and chosen to endure; 

Silent must be, in pity to her pain. 

And never, never a.sk, for fear I should obtain, 

Tlic pulses of thy frame 

Throb diick ivith pain, and strong with angui.sh 
move; 

The breath that fans thy flame. 

In sighs now ventilates thy hopeless love; 
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Each various aliment of die nat’ral life, 

Now feeds but thy despair, and but foments diy 
grief. 

Break dien, thou foolish heart ; 

Wisely Fd die, since I can never live: 

Make the had bus’ness short; 

Who’d thus still in continu’d death survive? 

Come courage ; ’twill but one strong pang require : 
Die all at once, and in one mighty grief expire. 

Joiin Glanvill 


A disappointment in love is more hard to get 
over dian any other; die passion itself so softens 
and subdues the heart, that it disables it from 
struggling or bearing up against the woes and dis- 
tresses which befal it. The mind meets with other 
misfortunes in her whole strength ; she stands col- 
lected widiiii herself, and sustains the shock with 
all die force which is natural to her ; but a heart in 
love has its foundations sapped, and immediately 
sinks under the weight of accidents that are dis- 
agreeable to its favourite passion. 

Addison 


Anotiier, more happy, the maid 
By fortune is destin’d to bless — 

Tho’ the hope has forsook that beti'ay’d. 
Yet why should I love her die less? 

I lean on my hand with a sigh, 

My friends the soft sadness condemn ; 
Yet, methinks, tlio’ I cannot tell why, 

I should hate to be merry like them. 
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Let me walk where the soft-rising wave 
Has picnir’d the moon on its breast : 

Let me walk where the ncw-cover’d grave 
Allows tlie pale lover to rest! 

When shall 1 in its peaceable womb 
Be laid with my sorrows asleep I 

Should Lavinia but chance on my tomb — 

I could die if I thought she would weep. 

Perhaps, if the souls of the just 
Revisit these mansions of care. 

It may be my favourite trust 
To watch o'er the fate of the fair. 

Perhaps the soft thought of her' breast 
rapture more favour'd to warm; 

Perhaps, if tvith sorrow oppress’d. 

Her sorrow rvith pauence to arm. 

Then ! then ! in the tenderest part 
May I whisper, “ Poor Colin was true 

And mark if a heave of her breast 
Tlie tliought of her Colin pursue. 

Henry Mackenzie 


Love not, love not, ye hapless sons of clay! 

Hope’s gayest wreaths are made of earthly 
flmv'rs — 

Things that are made to fade and fall away, 

"ViTien they have blossom’d but a few short hours. 

Love not, love not! 
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Love not, love not! The thing you love may die — 
May perish from the gay and gladsome eartli ; 
The silent stars, the blue and smiling sky, 

Beam on its grave as once upon its hirtli. 

Love not, love not ! 

Love not, love not! The thing you love may 
change. 

The rosy lip may cease to smile on you ; 

The kindly beaming eye grow cold and strange ; 
The heart still warmly beat, yet not be true. 

Love not, love not ! 

Love not, love not ! O warning vainly said 
In present years, as in the years gone by I 
Love flings a halo round the dear one's head, 
Faultless, immortal — ^till tlicy change or die ! 

Love not, love not I 
Mrs. Norton 


There was a time, when I could feel 
All passion’s hopes and fears ; 

And tell what tongues can ne'er reveal. 
By smiles, and sighs, and tears. 

The days are gone I no more, no more, 
The cruel fates allow; 

And though I'm hardly twenty-four, — 
I’m not a Lover now. 

Lady, the mist is on my sight ; 

The chill is on my^ brow ; 

My day is night, my bloom is blight ; 
I’m not a Lover now. 


2C 
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A woman who is ice to his fire, is less paui to a 
man tliat the woman who is fire to his ice. There is 
hope for him in the one, but only a dreary despair 
in the other. The ardours that intoxicate him in 
the first summer of his passion serve but to dull 
and drill him in the latter time. 

Ouida 


’Twas at the cool and fragrant hour 
Whea Evening steals upon the Sky, 

When lovers seek the silent Bow’r 
Young Henry taught the Grove to Sigh. 

His heav’nly form and beauteous air. 

Was like the flow’ry Vale, 

Yet did he sigh and all for love 
Of Mary of the Dale. 

When o’er the mountains peeps the dawn 
Oppress’d rvith grief he’d often stray, 

O'er rising Hill and fertile Laun 
To sigh and weep his cares away. 

Though he had charms to nin each fair. 
That dwelt within the Vale 
Yet did he sigh and all for love 
Of Mary of the Dale. 

Anon. 
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"... I have seen much trouble caused love 
affairs. After middle life most people decry them, 
especially those who have had superficial ones 
tliemselves; for there is seldom any love at all in 
the mutual attraction of two young people, and the 
elders know very well that if it is judiciously 
checked it can also he judiciously replaced by .some- 
tiling else. But a real love which comes to nothing 
is more like the death of an only child than any- 
thing else. It is a death. The great tiling is to 
regard it so. I have known women to go on year 
after year waiting, as we have been doing during 
the last two months, refusing to believe in its 
death; believing, instead, in some misunderstand- 
ing; building up theories to account for alienation; 
clinging to the idea tliat things might have turned 
out differently if only So-and-So had been more 
tactful, if they had not refused a certain invitation, 
if sometliing diey had said, wliich might yet be 
explained, had not been misconstrued. And all tlie 
time tiiere is no misunderstanding, no need of ex- 
planation. The position is simple enough. No man 
IS daunted by such things except in women’s 
imaginations. \Vliat men want they iviil try to 
obtain, unless there is some positive bar, such as 
poverty. And if they don’t try, remember the in- 
ference is sure, that, though they may not be posi- 
tively unwilling, they don’t really want it ! ... 

“ My child,” she said, stretching out her soft old 
hand, and laying it on the cold clenched one, “ a 
death even or what is dearest to us, and a funeral 
and a headstone to raarlt the place, hard as it, 
is as nothing compared to tiie death in life of an 
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existence whicli is always dragging about a corpse. 
I have seen tliat not once nor ttvice. I want to save 
you from that.” 

Di laid her face for a moment on the kind hand. 

. “ I will bury my dead,” she said. 

’ Mary Cholmondeley 
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“ 7 have gone mad. I lave you : let me die.” 

Tenntson 


For what mad lover ever died 
To gain a soft and gentle bride. 

Or for a lady tender-hearted, 

In purling streams, or hemp departed ? 

Butler 



As I late was angling 
In the great Lake that lies behind the Pallace, 
From the far shore, tliicke set witlr recdcs and 
Sedges, 

As patiently I was attending sport, 

I heard a voyce, a shrill one, and attentive 
I gave eare, when I might well perceive 
’Twas one drat sung, and by the smallnesse of it 
A boy or woman. I tlren left my angle 
To his owne skill, came neere, but yet perceived not 
Who made the sound, the rushes and the Reeds 
Had so encompast it : I laide me downe 
And listened to tlie words she sung, for then, 
Tlirough a small glade cut by the Fisher men, 

I saw it was your Daughter. . . . 
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She sung much, but no sence; onely I heard her 
Repeat this often ; “ Palamon is gone, 

Is gone to th’ wood to gather Mulberies; 
lie finde Iiim out to morrow, . . . 

His shackles will betray him, hee’l be taken, 

And what shall I doe then? lie bring a heavy, 

A hundred blacke eyd Maides, that love as I doe. 
With Chaplets on their heads of DaffadiUies, 

With cherry-lips, and chcekes of Damaske Roses, 
And all wee’l daunce an Andoue fore the Duke, 
And beg his Pardon.” Then sne talk'd of you. Sir, 
That you must loose yom head tomorrow morning, 
And she must gather flowers to bury you. 

And sec the house made handsome : then she sung 
Nothing but “Willow, willow, willow,” and he- 
tweene 

Ever was “ Palamon, faire Palamon,"’ 

And “ Palamon was a tall young man.” The place 
Was knee deepe where she sat ; her careless Tresses 
A wreathe of bull-rush rounded; about her stucke 
Thousand fresh water flowers of severall cullors, 
Tliat me thought she appeared like the faire 
Nimph 

That feedes the lake with waters, or as Iris 
Newly dropt downe from heaven : Rings she made 
Of rushes that grew by, and to ’em spoke 
The prettiest posies : “ Thus our true love’s tide,” 

“ This you may loose, not me,” and many a one : 
And then she wept, and sung againe, and sigh’d. 
And with the same breath smil’d, and last her 
hand. 

Fletcher and Shakespeare 
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Distracted with care 
For Phyllis the fair, 

Since nothing could move her. 
Poor Damon, her lover. 

Resolves in despair 
No longer to languish. 

Nor bear so much anguish : 

But, mad with his love. 

To a precipice goes, 

\\'herc a leap from above 
Would finish his woes. 

When in rage he came there. 
Beholding how steep 
The sides did appear 
And the bottom how deep ; 

His torments projecting. 

And sadly rcflecung. 

That a lover forsaken 
A new love may get, 

But a neck, Avhen once broken, 
Can never be set: 

And, that he could die 
Whenever he would. 

But, tliat he could live 
But as long as he could : 

How grievous soever 
The torment might grow, 

He scorn’d to endeavour 
To finish it so. 

But bold, unconcern’d 
At thoughts of the pain, 

He calrruy return’d 
To his cottage again. 

William Walsh 
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As I walk’d forth one summer’s day. 

To view the meadows green and gay, 

A cool-retreating bower I spied, 

That flourished near the river’s side; 

\^nicrc oft in tears a maid would cry, 

Did ever maiden love as I? 

Tlicn o’er the grassy fields she’d walk. 

And nipping flowers low by the stalk, 

Such flowers as in the meadows grew. 

The dcadman’s thumb, tire harebell blue; 
And as site pull’d them still cried she, 
Alas, none ever lov’d like me I 

Such flowers as gave the sweetest scent 
She bound about widi knotty bent; 

And as she bound diem up m bands, 

She sigh’d and wept, and wrung her hands; 
Alas! alas! still sobbed she, 

Alas ! none ever loved like me I 

When she had fill’d her apron full. 

Of all the flowers that she could cull, 

The tender leaves serv’d for a bed. 

The scented flowers to rest her head; 

Tlien douTi she laid, nor sigh’d nor spake, 
With love her gentle heart did break. 

Anon. 


There often wanders one, whom better days 
Saw better clad, in cloak of satin trimmed 
With lace, and hat with splendid ribbon bound. 
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A serving-maid was she, and fell in love 
With one tvho left her, went to sea and died. 

Her fancy followed liim through foaming waves 
To distant shores, and she would sit and weep 
At what a sailor suffers ; fancy too, 

Delusive most where warmest wishes are, 

Would oft anticipate Iris glad return. 

And dream of transports she was not to know. 

She heard the doleful tidings of his death, 

And never smiled again. And now she roams 
The dreary waste ; there spends the livelong day. 
And there, unless when cliarity forbids. 

The livelong night. A tattered apron liides. 

Worn as a cloak, and hardly hides a gornt 
More tattered still; and both but ill conceal 
A bosom heaved widt never-ceasing sighs. 

She begs an idle pin of all she meets, 

And hoards them in her sleeve ; but needful food. 
Though pressed with hunger oft, or comelier 
clothes. 

Though pinched with cold, asks never. — Kate is 
crazed 1 

Cowper 


Emmelina : 

Off, off! I will have way I yc shall not hold me; 

I come to seek my lord ; is he not here? 

Tell me, ye virgins, have ye seen my love, 

Or know you where his flocks repose at noon? 

My love is comely — sure you must have seen Itim ; 
The perjur’d youth ! tvlio deals in oaths and breaks 
them. 

In truth he might deceive a wdser maid. 
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I lov’d him once; lie then was innocent; 

He was no murderer then, indeed he was not; 

He had not kill’d my brother. 

Rivers: 

Nor has now; 

Thy brother lives. 

Emnielina : 

I know it — ^yes, he lives 

Among the cherubim. Murd’rers too ivill live; 
But where? I’ll tell you where — down, down, 
down. 

How deep it is! ’tis fathomless — ^’tis dark! 

No — there’s a pale blue flame — ah, poor Orlando. 

Guildford: 

My heart will burst. 

Orlando : 

Pierce mine, and that will ease it. 

Emmelina (comes up to her father) : 

I knew a maid who lov’d — ^but she was mad — 
Fond, foolish girl! Thank Heav’n, I am not mad; 
Yet the afflicring angel has been with me; 

But do not tell my father, he would grieve; 

Sweet, good old man — perhaps he’d weep to hear it : 
I never saw my father weep but once; 

I tell you when it was. I (Ud not weep ; 

’Twas when — ^but soft, my brother must not know 
it, 

’Twas when his poor fond daughter was refused. 

Guildford : 

Who can bear this? 

Orlando : 

I iviU not live to bear it. 

Emmelina (comes up to Orlando): 

Take comfort, thou poor WTetchl 
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I’ll not appear 

Against tlree, nor shall Rivers; but blood must, 
Blood n-ill appear ; tlierc’s no concealing blood. 
\^^rat’s that? my brother’s ghost — ^it vanished: 

[Catciws hold of Rivers.] 
Stay, take me with thee, take me to the skies ; 

I have thee fast ; diou shalt not go witliout me. 
But hold — may we not take the murd’rer widi us? 
That look says — No. Why then I’ll not go with 
thee. 

Yet hold me fast — ^"tis dark — I’m lost — I’m gone. 

[Dies.] 

Hannah More 


The unfortunate young lady had till now seemed 
entranced in tliought, with her eyes fixed on a little 
garnet ring she wore on her finger: she turned them 
now upon Harley. “ My Billy is no more,” said 
she: “ do you weep for my Billy? Blessings on 
your tears 1 I would weep too, but my brain is dry: 
and it burns, it burns, it burns! ” — She drew 
nearer to Harley . — " Be comforted, young lady,” 
said he, " your Billy is in Heaven.” “ Is he, in- 
deed? and shall we meet again? and shall that 
frightful man (pointing to the keeper) not be there? 
— ^Alas! I am grown naughty of late; I have al- 
most forgotten to think of Heaven; yet I pray 
somedmes; when I can, I pray; and somedmes I 
sing; when I am saddest I sing; — You shall hear 
me, hush! 

Light be the earth on Billy’s breast, 

And green the sod that wraps his grave.” 
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There was a plainm'e nildness in the air not to 
be withstood; and except the keeper’s, there was not 
an unmoistened eye aroimd her. 

“ Do you weep again,” said she ; “ I would not 
have you weep; you are like my Billy: you are, 
believe me; just so he looked when he gave me this 
ring; poor Billy! ’twas the last time ever we met! 

^Tvias when the seas were roaring. 

I love you for resembling my BiUy; but I shall 
never love any man like him.” — She stretched out 
her hand to Harley; he pressed it between both of 
his, and bathed it with his tears. — ^“Nay, this is 
Billy’s ring,” said she, " you cannot have it, indeed; 
but here is another, look here, which I plaited to- 
day of some gold-thread from this bit of stuff; will 
you keep it for my sake? I am a strange girl; — 
but my heart is harmless: my poor heart, it -svill 
burst some day; feel how it beats! ” — She pressed 
his hand to her bosom, then holding her head in 
the attitude of listening — ^“Hark! one, mo, three! 
,be quiet, thou little trembler; my Billy’s is 
cold! — but I had forgotten the ring.” — She put it 
on his finger. — ^“Farewell! I must leave you 

now.” 

Henry Mackenzie 


Tho’ Grief had nipp’d her early bloom, 
Yotmg Julia still was fair : 

The rose indeed had left her cheek. 

The Uly stiU was there. 
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Tho’ of all Ollier actions past 
Her memory bore no part. 

The dear remembrance of her love 
Still linger’d in her heart. 

Long in that heart had reign’d alone 
A swain of equal youth, 

Of equal beauty too with her’s, 

But not of equal truth. 

Whole years her yielding breast be sootli’d 
With passion’s tender tale; 

Till Avarice call’d liim from her arms 
O’er the wide seas to sail. 

With many a vow’ of quick return 
He cross’d the briny tide, 

But when a foreign shore he reach’d. 

Soon found a wealthier bride. 

Poor Julia sicken’d at the new’s. 

Yet never told her pain. 

Long on her secret soul it prey'd. 

And turn’d at last her brain . . . 

From all, who near her clianc’d to stray, 
Witli wild affright she ran; 

Each voice tliat reach’d her scar’d her breast, 
But most the voice of Man. 

To me alone, wdien oft we met. 

Her ear she would incline. 

And witli me weep, for well she knew 
Her w'oes resembled mine . . . 

Thomas Russell 


399 



The English in Love 

Hush! 'tis the night-M’atch: he guards my lonely 
cell; 

He comes, he comes this way! 

Yes, ’tis the night-watch; I mark his glimmering 
lamp; 

I see its dismal ray. 

Oh, release me! oh, release me! 

No, by Heaven — no, by Heaven, I am not mad! 

I loved her sincerely, I loved her too dearly, 

I loved her in sorrow, in joy, and in pain; 

But my heart is forsaken, yet ever wiU waken 
The mem’r)' of bliss which nill ne’er come again. 

I see her dancing in the hall, I see her dancing in 
the hall! 

No, by Heaven — no, by Heaven, I am not mad! . . 

For, Jo, you ! while I speak, 

Mark how yon demon’s eye-balls glare ! 

He sees me now; nith dreadful shriek 
He whirls me in the air! 

Horror! the reptile strikes his tooth 
Deep in my heart, so crushed and sad. 

Aye, laugh, ye fiends — laugh, laugh, ye fiends! 

Yes, by Heaven — thc)-’ve driven me mad! 

I see her dandng in the haU ! 

Oh, release me — oh, release me! 

Yes, by Heaven — ^yes, by Heaven, they’ve driven me 
mad! 
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r loved liira not; and yet, now he is gone, 

I feel I am alone. 

I check’d him while he spoke; yet could he speak, 
Alas! I would not check. 

For reasons not to love him once I sought, 

And wearied all my thought 
To vex myself and him ; I now would give 
My love, could he but live 
Wlio lately lived for me, and, when he found, 
’Twas vain, in cold ground 
He liid his face amid the shades of death. 

I waste for him my breath 
Who wasted his for me ; but mine returns. 

And this lorn, bosom burns 
With sdfling heat, heaving it up in sleep. 

And waking me to weep 
Tears that had melted his soft heart : for years 
Wept he as bitter tears. 

“ Merciful God 1 ” — such was his latest prayer — 

“ These may she never share I ” 

Quieter is his breath, liis breast more cold 
Than daisies in the mould. 

Where children spell athwart the churcliyard-gale 
His name and hfe's brief date. 

Pray for him, gentle souls 1 who’er you be; 

And O, pray too for me 1 

Landor 


One morning very early, one morning in tlie spring, 
I heard a maid in Bedlam who mournfully did 
sing, 
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Her cljaiiJs she rattled on her hands, while sweetly 
thus sung she, 

I love my love because I know my love loves me. 

Oh, cruel were lus parents who sent my love to sea, 

And crticl, cruel was the ship that bore my love 
from me, 

Yet I love his parents since they’re his, altho' 
they’ve ruin’d me. 

And I love my love because I know my love loves 
me. 

O should it please tlic pitying powers to call me to 
tlic sky. 

I'd claim a guardiatt angel's charge around my love 
to fly: 

To guard him from all dangers how happy should 
I be, 

For I love my love because I know my love loves 
me. 

I'll make a strawy garland. I’ll make it wondrous 
fine. 

With roses, lilies, daisies. I’ll mix tire eglantine; 

And I’ll present it to my love when he returns 
from sea, 

For I love my love because I know my love lot'cs 
me. 

Oh, if I were a little bird to build upon his breast, 

Or if I were a nightingale to sing my love to restl 

To gaxe upon his lov<dy eyes all my reward should 
be; 

For I love my love because I know my love loves 
me. 
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Oh, if I were an eagle to soar into the sky 1 
I’d gaze round with piercing eyes where I my love 
might spy : 

But ah! unlrappy maiden, that love you ne’er shall 
see, 

Yet I love my love because I know my love loves 


Why, fair maid, in every feature 
Are such signs of fear express’d? 

Can a wand’ring wretdied creature 
With such terror fill thy breast? 

Do my frenzied looks alarm tliee? 

Trust me, sweet, dry fears are vain ; 
Not for kingdoms would I harm dree ; 
Shun not, then, poor Crazy Jane. 

Dost thou weep to sec my anguish ? 

Mark me, and avoid my woe : 

^Vhen men flatter, sigh, and languish, 
Think them false — found drem so. 
For I loved, ah! — so sincerely 
None could ever love again; 

But the youdr I loved so dearly 
Stole the wits of Crazy Jane. 

Fondly my young heart received him. 
Which was doom’d to love but one. 

He sigh’d — ^he vow’d — and I believed him. 
He was false — and I undone. 

From that hour has reason never 
Held her empire o’er my brain. 

Henry fled — rvith him for ever 
Fled the wits of Crazy Jane. 
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Now forloni and broken-hearted, 

And with frenzied thoughts beset. 

On that spot wlicrc last we parted, 

On that spot where first we met, 

Still I sing my love-lorn ditty. 

Still I slowly pace the plain; 

\Vhile each passer-by, in pity. 

Cries — God help thee, Crazy Jane. 

Anon. 


Kiss no more the Vintages, 

Thou hot-lipp’d sun! 

Flow no more the merry wine 
From the dark tun ! 

Above my head hang dull nightshade. 
And o’er my brow the willow I 
With maiden flowers from dewy bowers 
Cover my last pillow! 

Away ! away to the green sward ! 

My young heart breaks : 

Break the earth, and lay me deep! 

Love my breath takes. 

Angels! pity, and hear this ditty 
Breath’d from a poor girl’s lips : 

O’er her lover ever hover. 

Scattered earthly bliss. 

Come, thou iron-crowmed Death! 

Into my stretched arms, 

Bridegroom to my maiden breast; 

End my sad alarms. 
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Lead on, lead on, thou Love of 'Bond 
Over the heath wild; 

And ’neatli the grass secure fa.st 
Thy melancholy child I 

Clwrles Jeremiah Wells. 


Oh, scanty white garment I they ask why I wear 
you, 

Such thin chilly vesture for one that is frail, 

And dull words of prose cannot truly declare you 
To he what I hid you be, love’s coat of mail. 

You were but a symbol of cleanness and rest. 

To don in the summer time, three years ago; 
And now you encompass a care-stricken breast 
Witli fabric of fancy to keep it aglow. 

For when it was Lammastide two before this. 
When freshening my face after freshening my 
lilies, 

A door opened quickly, and down fell a kiss ; 

The lips unforseen were my passionate Willie's 

My Willie was travel-worn, Willie was cold. 

And I might not keep but a dear lock of hair. 

I clad him in silk and 1 decked him with gold. 

But welcome and fondness were choked in 
despair. 

I follow the wheels, and he turns uith a sob. 

We fold our mute hands on the deatlt of the 
hour; 

For heart-breaking virtues and destinies rob 
The soul of her nursling, die thorn of her flower 
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The lad’s mind is rooted, his passion red-fruited, 
The heat! I caressed Is another's delight; 

And I, though 1 stray through the ye,ir sorron- 
suhcfi. 

At Lammas, for Willie's sake, robe me in wliitc. 

William Cory 



\\TE1EN I AM DEAD 



Those u'hom we love sometimes feel, when we 
have been or seemed to be unkind, even if they do 
not say : “ Yon will be sorry when I am dead.” It 
is a natural thing to feel and the thought that it 
has been felt cannot but bring a pang to our hearts. 
And yet — are we right to feel sorry? 

Havelock Ellis 


Come not when I am dead. 

To drop thy foolish tears upon my grave. 

To trample round my fallen head. 

And vex the unhappy dust thou wouldst not 
save. 

There let the winds sweep and the plover cry: 
But thou, go by. 

TENTirSON 


Better by far you should forget and smile 
Than that you should remember and be sad. 

Christina Rossirrn 




When by thy scornc, O miirclressc, I am dead. 
And that thou thinkst thee free 
From all solicitation from mee, 

Then shall my ghost come to thy bed, 

And tliee, fain’d vcstall, in worse armcs shall see: 
Tlicn thy sickc taper will begin to winkc, 

And he, whose thou art then, being tyr’d before, 
Will, if tliou sdrre, or pinch to wake him, thinke 
Thou call’st for more, 

And in false slcepe will from thee shrinkc, 

And then poore Aspen wretch, neglected thou 
Bath’d in a cold quicksilver sweat wilt lye 
A veryer ghost than I; 

What I tvill say, I will not tell thee now. 

Lest that preserve thee; and since my love is spent, 
riiad ratlier thou shouldst painfully repent. 

Than by my threatenings rest still innocent. 

Donne 
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One i' ili’ yenre, my dearest Beauties, come 
And bring ihosc iltru-rhunh-offcrings to my 
Tomb. 

WJten tbcnc'c vc sec mv reverend Gliost to rise, 

And there to lick th’ effused sacrifice : 

Though paleness be the Livery that I v.cnre, 

I..ookc 3’c not van, or colourless for fenre. 

Tnist me, I will not hurt ye; or once shetv 
The least grim looke, or cast a frown on \'Ou ; 

Nor shall the Tapers when I'm there, hunt blew. 
This T may do (perhaps) as I glide b_v. 

Cast on mv giries a glance, and loving eye: 

Or fold mine annes and sigh, because I've lost 
The world so soon, and in it. you the most. 

Titan these, no fcares more on your Fancies fall, 
Tliough then I smile, and speake no words at all, 

Herrick 


Dear Love, let me this evening die! 

O, smile not, to prevent it! 

Dead, with my rivals let me lie: 

Or we shall both repent it! 

Frown quicl-ily then; and break my heart! 

Tliat so my way of djlng 
May, though my life was full of smart. 
Be worth the World’s envying! 

Alas, how poorly these depart; 

Tlicir graves sull unattended! 

Who dies not of a broken heart. 

Is not of Death commended ! 
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I-Iis memory is only sweet. 

All praise and pity moving, 

Who kindly, at his Mistress’ feet. 

Does die with over-loving! 

And now, thou frown’st; and now, I die 1 
My corpse by Lovers followed: 

Which, straight, shall by dead Lovers lie; 

That ground is only hallowed! 

K Priests are grieved I have a grave. 

My death not well approting; 

The Poets my estate shall have. 

To teach them tlie Art of Loving. 

And now, let Lovers ring tlieir bells ! 

For me, poor Youth, departed; 

Who kindly in his love excels. 

By dying broken-hearted ! 

My grave, with flowers let Virgins strow; 

V^hich, if diy tears fall near them. 

May so transcend in scent and show, 

As thou Mlt shortly wear tliem ! 

Such flowers, how much will Florists prize; 

Wliich, on a Lover growing, 

Are watered mth his Mistress’ eyes. 

With pity ever floiving ! 

A grave so decked, will (though tlrou art 
Yet fearful to come nigh me!) 

Provoke tliee, straight, to break thy heart ; 
And lie down boldly by me! 

Then everywhere all beUs shall ring; 

All light to darkness turning! 

Wliilst ev’ry Quire shall sadly sing; 

And Nature’s self wear mourning! 
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Yet wc hereafter may be found. 

By Destiny’s right placing, 

Malang, like flowers, love underground; 
Whose roots are still embracing! 

D’Avenant 


If I were dead, and, in my place. 

Some fresher Y'outh designed 

To warm thee, with new fires; and grace 
Those arms I left beliind : 

Were he as faithful as the Sun, 

That’s w'edded to the Sphere; 

His blood as chaste and temp’rate run. 

As April’s mildest tear; 

Or were he rich; and, with his heap 
And spacious share of earth, 

Could make divine affection cheap. 

And court his golden birth : 

For all these arts. I’d not believe, 

(No! though he should be thine!) 

The mighty Amorist could give 
So rich a heart as mine! 

Fortune and Beauty, thou might’st find; 
And Greater Men than I: 

But my true resolved mind. 

They never shall come nigh! 

For I, not for an hour did love; 

Or for a day desire: 

But, with my soul, had, from above. 

This endless, holy fire! 

Vaughan 
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Remember me — Oh! pass not thou my 
grave 

Without one drought whose relics there 
recline : 

The only pang my bosom dare not brave 
Must be to find forgetfulness in thine. 

My fondest; faintest — ^latest accents hear : 
Grief for the dead not virtue can reprove; 
Then give me all I ever ask’d — a tear, 

The first — last — sole reward of so much 
love 1 

Byron 


Hesperus: Then thou shah be mine own; but not 
till death : 

We’ll let tills life burn out, no matter how ; 
Though every sand be moistened with our tears. 
And every day be rain-wet in our eyes; 

Though thou shouldst wed some hateful avarice. 
And I grow hoary with a daubed deceit, 

A smiling treachery in woman’s form. 

Sad to the soul, heart-cankered and forlorn; 

No matter, all no matter. 

Though madness rule our droughts, despair our 
hearts. 

And misery live with us, and misery talk. 

Our guest all day, our bed-fellow all night; 

No matter, all no matter. 

For when our souls are born then will we wed; 
Our dust shall mix and grow into one stalk. 

Our breatirs shall make one perfume in one bud, 
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Our blushes meet each other in a rose. 

Our sweeter voices swell some sky-bird’s throat 
With the same warbling, dwell in some soft pipe. 
Or bubble up along some sainted spring’s 
Musical course, and in the mountain trees 
Slumber our deeper tones, by tempests waked:' 
We w'ill be music, spring, and all fair things, 

Tlte while our spirits make a sweeter union 
Than melody and perfume in the air. 

Wait then, if thou dost love me. 

Olivia : Be it so; 

You’ll let me pray for death, if it uill bring 
Such joys as these. Though once I thought to live 
A happy bride; but I must learn new feelings. 

Beddoes 


He meditated profoundly, and asked her: 
“ Could you be su^ a saint among women? ” 

" I think I am a more than usually childish girV 
“ Not to forget me? ” 

“Oh! no.” 

“ Still to be mine? ” 

“ I am yours.” 

“ To plight yourself? ” 

“ It is done.” 

“ Be mine beyond death? ” 

" Married is married, I think.” 

“ Clara I to dedicate your life to otu love! Never 
one touch! not one whisper! not a thought, not a 
dream! Could you? — it agonizes me to imagine 
... be inviolate? mine above? — ^mine before all 
men, though I am gone: — true to my dust? TeU 
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me. Give me that assurance. True to my name I 
— Oh ! I hear them. ' His relict.’ Buzzings about 
Lady Patterne. ‘ The widow.’ If you knew their 
talk o£ widows! Shut your ears, my angel! But 
ii she holds them off and keeps her patli, they arc 
forced to respect her. The dead husband is not the 
dishonoured wretch they fancied him, because he 
was out of their way. He lives in the heart of his 
wife. Clara ! my Clara ! as I live in yours, whether 
here or away; whedier you are a wife or a widow, 
tlicrc is no disdncuon for love — I am your husband 
— say it — eternally. I must have peace; I cannot 
endure tire pain. Depressed, yes; I have cause to 
be. But it has haunted me ever since we joined 
hands. To have you — to lose you ! ” 

“ Is it not possible drat I may be die first to die? ’ 
said Miss Middleton. 

“ And lose you, with the thought drat you, lovely 
as you are, and die dogs of the w'orld barmng round 
you, might ... Is it any wonder that I have my feel- 
ing for the world? Tlris hand! — the drought is 
horrible. You would be surrounded; men are 
brutes; the scent of unfaithfulness excites them, 
overjoys them. And I helpless! The drought is 
maddening. I see a ring of monkeys grinning. There 
is your beauty, and man’s delight in desecrating. 
You would be worried night and day to quit my 
name, to ... I feel the blow now'. You would have 
no rest from them, nothing to cling to without your 
oath.” 

“ An oath ! ” said Miss Middleton. 

“ It is no delusion, my love, when I tell you drat 
w’ith dris drought upon me I see a ring of monkey- 
faces grinning at me : they haunt me. But you do 
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swear it! Once, and I will never trouble you on tlic 
subject again. My weakness! if you like. You 
will learn that it is love, a man’s love, stronger than 
death." 

“ An oath? ” she said, and moved her lips to 
recall what she might have said and forgotten. " To 
what? what oath? ” 

" That you will be true to me dead as well as 
living! Whisper it.” 

“ 'WhUoughby, I shall be true to my vows at the 
altar.” 

“ Consent; gradfy me; swear it. Say ‘ beyond 
death.’ Wlusper it. I ask for nothing more. 
Women think the husband’s grave breaks the bond, 
cuts the tie, sets them loose. They wed the flesh 
— pah! What I call on you for is nobility: tlic 
transcendant nobility of a faithfulness beyond 
death. " His widow ! ” let tliem say; a saint in 
widowhood.” 

Meredith 


Perhaps, long hence, when I have pass’d away. 
Some other’s feature, accent, thought like mine. 
Win carry you back to what I used to say. 

And bring some memory of ymur love’s decline. 

Then you may pause awhile and tliink, “Poor 
jade! ” 

And yield a sigh to me — as ample due. 

Not as a titde of a debt unpaid 

To one who could resign her all to you 
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And thus reflecting, you will never sec 
That your thin thought, in two small words con- 
vey’d. 

Was no such fleeting phantom-thought to me, 
But the Whole Life wherein my part was pLay’d; 
And you amid its fitful masquerade 
A Thought — as I in yours but seem to be. 

Hardy 


Bury me deep when I am dead. 

Far from the woods where sweet birds sing; 
Lap me in sullen stone and lead. 

Lest my poor dust should feel the Spring. 

Never a flower be near me set. 

Nor starry cup nor slender stem, 
Anemone nor violet. 

Lest my poor dust remember them. 

And you — wherever you may fare — 
Dearer than birds, or flowers, or dew — 
Never, ah me, pass never there. 

Lest my poor dust should dream of you. 

Rosamund Marriott Watson 


When I am dead, if I sec 
How you need me in the night, 

I shall ask God to have pity on me 
And take away my sight: 

If I hear how your sobs swell 

Where the lonely pillow is strange to your head, 

I shall know too well 

I ought not to be dead. 
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You understand, I want so much 
To comfort you, to cherish you, 

I fear to tliink tliat I might need to touch 
And not he able to. 

God is aware how much I can bear 
Of pain, as of bliss 
— Surely He will have a care 
To spare me this. 

Gerald Gould 


When our sweet bodies moulder under ground, 
Shut off from tlrese bright waters and clear skies, 
When we hear nothing but the sullen sound 
Of dead flesh dropping slowly from the bone 
And mufiied fall of tongue and ears and eyes; 
Perhaps, as each disintegrates alone. 

Frail broken vials once brimmed with curious sense, 
Our souls will pitch old Grossness from his tluone 
And on the beat of unsubstantial wings 
Soar to new ecstasies still more intense. 

There the thin voices of black homy things 
Shall thrill me as girls’ laughter thrills me here. 
And the cold drops a passing storm-cloud flings 
Be my strong ivine, and crawling roots and clods 
My trees and lulls, and slugs swift fallow deer. 
There I shall doat upon a sexless flower 
By ghost-love planted in my dripping brain 
And suck from those cold petals subtler power 
Than drained from your warm flesh and clinging 
curls. 

Most lovely, vile, adorable of girls. 

But in your tomb the deathless She will reign 
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And draw new lovers out of rotting sods 
That your litlie body may for ever squirm 
Beneath the strange embraces of the worm. 

Edgcll Rickword 


When I am dead — I know, my dear. 
They’re rather morbid than sincere 
Who thus begin tlieir dolefid verse 
And ask, forsoodi, drat you’ll rehearse 
Your grief and shed a sample tear. 

But see how custom can coerce : 

I can’t resist the poignant, terse. 

Self-pitying words to catch your ear — 
When I am dead. 

I say them over, and immerse 
Myself in gloom. Alas, no worse 
lleflecuon come than this — though drear, 
Tliough dark the future, this is clear. 
The Norwich Union will disburse 
When I am dead. 
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LOVE DEATHLESS. 



Come, let us make love deathless, thou and I, 
Seeing that our footmg on the earth is brief — 

Herbert Trencti 


Who ever savj so fair a sight. 

Love and Virtue met aright; 

And that suonder Constancy, 

Like a comet to the eye 
Seldom ever seen so bright} 

Sound out loud so rare a thing, 

That all the hills and vales may ring. 

Daniel 



For there was never rooted tree 
That stood so faste in his degree, 
Tiiat I ne stonde more faste 
Upon her love and may nought caste 
Mine herte awey, all though I woldc. 
For god wore tliough I never sholde 
Sene her widi eye after tliis dale, 

Yet stant it so, that I nc maic 
Her love out of my breast remue. 
This is a wonder retenue, 

That malgre where she woll or none 
Min herte is evermo in one, 

So that I can no other chese. 

But whedier that I winne or lose 
I must her loven till I deic 
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1 wot full wdl ilint l)c.iuty cannot l.iFt; 

No T05-C thw sprins;s but liglitly doth decay. 

And fc.iturc like a lily leaf doth waste. 

Or as the cowslip in tlic midst of May: 

I Itnow that tract of time doth conquer all, 
And beauty's buds like fading flowers do fall. 

That famous dame, fair Helen, lost her hue 

When withered age nith v.rinklcs changed her 
checks. 

Her lovely looks did loathsomeness ensue, 

Tliat was the A per sc of all the Greeks, 

And sundry mo that were as fair as she. 

Yet Helen was as fresh as fresh might be. 

No force for that, I price your beauty light, 

If so I find you steadfast in good tvill. 

Though few there arc that do tn age delight, 

I was your friend, and so do purpose still; 

No change of looks shall breed my change of 
love. 

Nor beauty's want my first good will remove. 

George TnrbcrjiUc 


As I have been, so will I ever be. 

Unto my dcatli, and longer if I might. 

Have I of love the friendly looking eye, 
Have I of fortune favour or despite, 

I am of rock by proof as you may see — 
Not made of wax nor of no metal light. 

As Icef to die, by change as to deceive 
Or break the promise made. And so I leave. 

Anon 
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Time wasteih years, and months and hours. 

Time doth consume fame, honour, wit and 
strengdi. 

Time kills the greenest .herbs and sweetest flowers. 
Time wears out youth and beauty’s looks at 
length. 

Time doth convey to ground both foe and 
friend. 

And each thing else but love, which hatli no 
end. 

Time makctli every tree to die and rot. 

Time turnetli oft our pleasures into pain, 

Time causeth wars and wrongs to be forgot. 

Time clears the sky, which first hung full of rain, 
Time makes an end of all humane desire, 

But only this, which sets my heart on fire. 

Time turnetli into nought each princely state. 
Time brings a flood from new resolved snow. 

Time calms the sea where tempest was of late. 
Time cats whate’er the moon can see below ; 
And yet no time prevails in my' behove. 

Nor any time can make me cease to love. 

Thomas Watson 


How ill dotli he deserve a lover’s name, 
Wliose pale weake flame 
Cannot retaine 

His heat, in spight of absence Or disdaine ; 
But dotli at once, like paper on fire 
Burne and expire! 
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True love can never change his seat. 

Nor did he ever love that could retreat. 

'J'hat noble flame which my breast keeps alive, 
Shall still survive - 
When my soulc's fled : 

Nor shall my love die when my body’s dead ; 
That shall waiic on me to the lower shade. 
And never fade. 

My very ashes in their urne 

Shall, like a hallow’d lamp, for ever burnc. 

Carew 


Dear, when I did from you remove, 

I left my joy, but not my love. 

Tliat never can depart. 

It neither liigher can ascend. 

Nor lower bend, 

Fixt in the centre of my heart. 

As in its place, 

And lodged so, how can it change? 

Or you grow strange? 

Tliose are earth’s properties and base ; 

Each where, as the bodies ditinc. 

Heaven's lights to you and me will shine. 

Lord Herbert of Cherbury 


The sun its bright rays may witlthold, love, 
Unreficeted Sic moonbeams may be ; 
But ne’er, till this bosom is cold, love. 

Shall its pulse throb for any but thee: 
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For thou arc tlic joy of my heart, love. 
Thy beauties all beauty outvie ; 

And ere with thine image I'll part, love, 
Thy lover, diy husband, would die. 

The spring’s lovely verdure may turn, love, 
To autumn’s sad colourless liue ; 

The winter like summer may burn, love. 
Ere my ardour it lessens for you : 

For thou are the jo)' of my heart, love. 
Thy beauties all beauty outvie ; 

And ere with tliinc image I’ll part love, 
Thy lover, thy husband, would die. 

DibiJin 


As a fair maid walk’d in a garden 
A brisk young sailor she chanc’d to spy. 

He stept up to her diinking to have her. 

And said — “ Fair maid, can you fancy I? ” 

“ You appear to be a man of honour, 

A man of honour you appear to be. 

How can you impose upon a poor woman 
Who is not fit your servant to be? ” 

“ If you are not fit to be my servant, 

I have a sincere regard for you, 

I would marry and make you a lady, 

For I have servants to wait on you.” 

“ I have a true sweet-heart of my own. 

It is seven years since he has gone. 

And seven more I tvill wait for him. 

For if he’s living he will return.” 
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“ I£ it’s seven years since your lover left you, 

I’m sure he’s cither dead or drowned. 

If he’s living I loveliinj dearly: 

If he’s dead with glory he's crown’d.” 

When he perceiv'd her love was loyal, 

“ It is a pity true-love should be cross’d,” 

Says he — I’m thy poor and single sailor. 

Who has often been on the ocean toss’d.” 

” If you arc my poor and single sailor, 

Shou- me tlic token I gave to thee ; 

For seven years it makes an alterarion. 

Since my true love parted from me.’’ 

He pull’d his hand out of his bosom, 

Ms fingers being long and small, 

Saying — “ Tliere’s the ring we broke between us!” 
WTacn she saw it, down she did fall. 

Then he lifted her up, clasp’d in his arms. 

And gave her kisses, one, two, three. 

Saying — “ ’Thy poor and single sailor 
Is just returned to marry thee." 

Anon. 


WTien I am in hell or some suclt place, 
A-groaning over my sorry case. 

What will those seven women say to me 
\^Tio, when I coaxed them answered “ Aye ” to me? 

“ I did not understand your sign ! ” 

Will be the words of Caroline ; 

While Jane will cry, “ If I’d had proof of you, 

I should have learnt to hold aloof of you! ” 
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“ I won’t reproach ; it was to be! ” 

Will drj’ly murmur Cicely ; 

And Rosa : “ I feel no hostility, 

For I must own I lent facility.” 

Lizzy says : “ Sharp was my regret, 

And sometimes it is now! But yet 
I joy that, though it brought notoriousness, 

I knew Love once and all its gloriousness.” 

Says Patience ; “ ^^^ly arc we apart? 

Small hann did you, my poor Sweet Heart! 

A mandiild born, now tall and beaudful. 

Was wordi the ache of days unduuful.” 

And Anne cries : “ O the time was fair. 

So wherefore should you burn down there? 

There is a deed under die sun, my Love, 

And that was ours. Wiat’s done is done, my Love. 
These trumpets here in Heaven are dumb to me 
With you away. Dear, come, O come to me ! ” 

Hardy 


“ You will get me out of your thoughts in a 
week.” 

“ Out of my thoughts! You are part of ray exis- 
tence, part of myself. You have been in every line 
I have ever read since I first came here, the rough 
common boy whose poor heart you wounded even 
then. You have been in every prospect I have ever 
seen since — on the river, on die sails of die ships, 
on the marshes, in the douds, in die light, in the 
darkness, in the wind, in the woods, in die sea, in 
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the streets. You have been the embodiment of 
every graceful f anw that my mind has ever become 
acquainted tvith. Tlie stones of which the strongest 
London buildings are made are not more real, or 
more impossible to be displaced by your hands, 
than your presence and influence have been to me, 
there and everywhere, and will be. Estella, to the 
last hour of my life, 3 ’ou cannot dioose but remain 
part of my character, part of the little good in me, 
part of the eviL But, in this separation, I associate 
you only nith the good, and I will faitlifuUy hold 
you to that always, for you must have done me far 
more good than harm, let me feel now what sharp 
distress I mav. Oh, God bless vou, God forgive 
you! ” 

Dickens 


Miss Gryll. . . . observing your invariable 
cheerfulness, I should not have thought it possible 
that j'ou could have been crossed in love, as your 
words seem to imply. 

Miss Ilex. I was, my dear, and have been foolish 
enough to be constant all my life to a single idea ; 
and yet I would not part with this shadow for any 
attainable reality. 

Peacock 


“ Are you angry, 'M^YlIie? Ah, do not be angry 1 ” 
“ Angry? No, surely, I am not angry, Carrie. I 
am scarcely surprised. I — I have seen it coming for 
weeks pash Last night I felt that the blow to my 
hopes had already fallen or was about to fall.” 
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“ All! ” she said, witli a gesture of pain. “ How 
so? Was — was it so palpaluc? ” 

He smiled sadly. •' A lover’s eyes are keen, and 
jealousy is all eyes, you know, Carrie, and I saw, 
perhaps, more than the rest of tliem, not feeling as 
I did, could sec. I saw that I had little hope of 
winning you. So, hating said my say,” he continued 
with a wan smile, that in a woman would melt 
to tears, “ I will go. But Carrie, tliough I — am 
not to be your husband ” — his voice quivered — 
“ you will still let me be your friend — I will say 
your lover; for wiiile life lasts I shall love you, 
Carrie.” 

“No — ^no,” she murmured, the tears rolling 
down her cheeks. 

■ “ Yes,” he said, with a smile; “ ahvays, wiiile life 
lasts, and I shall always think of you as the little 
girl whom I loved as a playmate, and wiio, as she 
grew' up, almost hand in hand with me, became the 
sole queen of my heart I You will reign tlicrc still, 
Carrie. Though another will call you wife, you will 
still be enshrined in that corner of my heart, Carrie, 
while this heart beats I ” 

Charles Gamlcc 
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" Non other lyf,” sayd he, “ is worth a bene; 
For wedlock is so esy and so dene.” 

ClMUCER. 


IVhal remains then but to join them in mar- 
riage? . . . They may then kiss and coil, lie and 
lodi babies in one another's eyes, as their sires 
before them did; they may then satiate themselves 
with love’s pleasures, which they have so long 
wished and expected. 

Burton' 

“Marriage is the mere ladle of affection, that 
cools it when ’tis never so fiercely boiling over.” 

Drtoen 

Marriage is the great puzzle of our day. It is 
our Sphinx-riddle. Solve it, or be torn to bits, is 
the decree. 

D. H. L.-WRENCE 

If there is no possibility of sexual relations with 
any other than oize’s wife, most men will make the 
best of this sUuatiott, and except in abnormally 
bad cases, will find it quite tolerable. The same 
thing applies to wives, especially if they never 
imagine that marriage should bring much happi- 
ness. That is to say, a marriage is likely to be what 
is called happy if neither parly ever c.xpected to 
get much happiness out of it. 

Bertrand Russele 
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Good morrow good Gossip : now by my truly I 
am glad to see you in health. I pray you how doth 
master Winchcombe7 \STrat never a great belly 
yet? now- fie: by my favour husband is waxt idle. 

Trust mee Gossip (saitli mistresse Winchcombe) 
a great belly comes sooner than a new coate: but 
you must consider we have not beene long married : 
But truely gossip you are welcome : I pray you sit 
downe, and we will have a morsell of something by 
and by. . . . 

I thankc you hardly good Gossip (saith the 
other). But good gossip I pray you tell me: doth 
your husband love you well, and make much of 
you? 

Yes truly, I thanke God (quoth shee). 

Now' by my troth (said the other) it were a 
shame for him if he should not : for though I say it 
before your face, though he had little with you, you 
were worthy to be as good a mans tvife as his. 

Trust me, I would not change my John for my 
lord Marquessc (quoth shoe) a woman can be but 
well, for I live at hearts ease, and have all things .it 
will, and truly he will not see me lack any thing. 

Thomas Deloney 


. . . Madam, in those neere conjunctions of 
society, wherein death is the only honourable 
divorce, there is but one end, which is mumal joy 
in procreation ; and to that end two assured w'ays : 
the one by cherishing affection with affection : the 
other, by working affection, w'hile she is yet in her 
pride, to a reverence, which hath more power itself. 
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To which arc required advantage, or at least 
equality: art, as well as nature. For contempt is 
else as ncere as respect; the lovingest mind being 
not ever tlte most lovely. Now though it be true 
that affections are relatives, and love the surest 
adamant of love; yet must it not be measured by 
the untemperate ell of itself, since prodigality yields 
fullness, satiety a desire of change, and cliange re- 
pentance : but so tempered even in trust, enjopng, 
and all otlier familiarities, iliat the appetites of 
them we would please may still be covetous, and 
their strengths rich. Because the decay of cither is 
a point of ill huswifery, and they that arc first 
bankrupt shut up tlicir doors. 

Fulke Grcville 


The messenger made speed, and found Argalus 
at a castle of his own, sitting in a parlour witli die 
fair Parthenia, he reading in a book the stories of 
Hercules, she by him, as to hear him read; but 
while his eyes stayed on the book, she looked on 
his eyes, and sometimes staying him with some 
pretty question, not so much to be resolved of the 
doubt as to give him occasion to look upon her. A 
happy couple, he joying in her, she joying in her- 
self, but in herself because she enjoyed him ; botli 
increased their riches by giving to each otlier, each 
making one life double liecausc they made a double 
life one; where desire never wanted satisfaction, nor 
satisfaction bred satiety, he ruling because she 
would obey or rather, because she would obey she 
therein ruling. 

Sidney 
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Mistress Touchwood. 'Twill be so tedious, sir, to 
live from you. 

But tliat necessity must be obeyed. 

Touchwood. I would it might not, wife, the 
tediousness 

Will be the most part mmc, that understand 
Tlie blessings I have in thee; so to part, 

That drives the torment to a knowing heart. 

But, as diou sayest, we must give way to need. 

And live awhile asunder; our desires 

/kre bodi too fruitful for our barren fortunes. 

How adverse runs the desdny of some creanires ! 
Some only can get riches and no clnldren ; 

We only can get children and no riches ; 

Then ’tis dte prudent’st part to check our wills. 
And, till our state rise, make our bloods lie sulk 
Life, every year a child, and some years two! 
Besides dnnkings abroad, that's never reckoned; 
This gear will not hold out. 

Middleton 


Viola. I am married to a man that has, wealth 
enough and wit enough. 

Fustigo. A linen-^aper, I ivas told, sister. 

Viola. Very true, a grave citizen, I want nothing 
that a wife can wish from a husband : but here's 
the spite, he has not all the things belonging to a 
man. 

Fustigo. God's my life, he’s a very mandrake, or 
else (God bless us) one a' these wiblins, and diat’s 
worse, and then all the cliildren that he gets law- 
fully of your body, sister, are bastards by a statute. 
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Viola. O, you run over me too fast, brother; f 
have ' heard it often said, that he who cannot be 
angry is no man. I am sure my husband is a man 
in print, for all things else save only in this, no 
tempest can move him. 

Fustigo. ’Slid, would he had been at sea with 
usl he should ha’ been moved, and moved again, 
for I’ll be sworn, la, our drunken ship reeled like a 
Dutcliraan. 

Viola, No loss of goods can ina-case in him a 
wrinkle, no crabbed language make his counten- 
ance sour, the sttibbornncss of no servant shake 
him; he has no more gall in him tlian a dove, no 
more sting than an ant ; musician will he never be, 
yet I find mudi music in him, but he loves no frets, 
and is so free from anger, that many times I am 
ready to bite off my tongue, because it wants that 
virtue which all women’s tongues have, to anger 
their husbands : brother, mine can by no thunder, 
turn liim into a sharpness. 

Fustigo. Belike his blood, sister, is well brewed 
then. 

Viola. I protest to dice, Fustigo, I love him 
most affectionately; but I know not — I ha’ such a 
tickling widiin me— such a strange longing; nay, 
verily I do long. 

Fustigo. Then you’re with cliild, sister, by all 
signs and tokens; nay, I am pardy a physician, and 
partly something else. I ha’ read Albertus Magnus, 
and Aristode’s Problems. 

Viola. You’re ivide a’ th’ bow hand still, 
brother: my longings are not wanton, but way- 
ward ; I long to have my patient husband eat up a 
whole purcupine, to die intent, the bristling quills 
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may stick about his lips like a Flemish mustachio, 
anci he slioi at me: I shall be leaner the new moon, 
unless I can make him horn-maci, 

Dchker 


You arc too amorous, too obsequious, 
And make her too assurcfl, she may command you. 
AMten women doubt most of their husbands’ loves, 
They arc most loving. Husbands must take heed 
They give no gluts of kindness to their wives, 

But use them like their horses; tvhom they feed 
Not with a mangerful of meat together. 

But half a peck at once; and keep them so 
Still witli an appetite to that they give them. 

He that desires to have a lotang wife. 

Must bridle all the show of that desire: 

Be kind, not amorous; nor bcwrajdng kindness. 

As if love wrought it, but considerate duw. 

Offer no love rites, but let wives still seek tliem. 
For when they come unsought, they seldom like 
them. 


Ben Jo7ison 


. . . love in marriage cannot live nor subsist unless 
it be mutual; and where love cannot be, there can 
be left of wedlock nothing but the empty husk of 
an outside matrimony, as undelightful and un- 
pleasing to God as any other kind of hypocrisy. So 
far is his command from tying men to the ob- 
servance of duties which there is no help for, but 
they must be dissembled. If Solomon’s advice be 
not over-frolic, " Live joyfully,” saitli he, " with the 
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wife whom thou lovesr, all thy days, for that is thy 
portion ” : how then, where we find it impossible to 
rejoice or to love, can we obey this precept? How 
miserably do wc defraud ourselves of tliat comfort- 
able portion, which God gives us, by striving vainly 
to glue an error togedicr, wliich God and nature 
mir not join? 


Deceive not thyself by over expecting happiness 
in the married estate. Look not therein for con- 
tentment greater than God will give, or a creature 
in tliis world can receive, namely, to be free from 
ail inconveniences. Marriage is not like the hill 
Olympus, wholly clear, without clouds; yea expect 
both wind and storm sometimes, which, when 
blown over, the air is clearer and wholcsomer for it. 
Yet all the molestations of marriage are abundantly 
recompensed with other comforts which God be- 
stowetn on them who make a wise choice of a 


But if after all the fair deportments and innocent 
chaste compliances, the husband be morose and 
ungentle, let die wife discourse thus ; If while I do 
my duty my husband neglects me, what will he do 
if I neglect liim? and if she thinks to be separated 
by reason of her husband’s unchaste life, let her 
consider, that then the man will be incurably 
ruined, and her rivals could wish nothing more 
than they might possess him alone. 

Jeremy Taylor 
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Aurelia : 

■ Why they say, ’tis the best marriage, when like 
is joyned to like; now we shall make a very even 
match, for neither you love me, nor I love you, and 
’tis to be hoped we may get Children that will Love 
neither of us. 

Truman : 

Nay, by my soul I love you, but alas. 

Not in that way that Husbands should dieir wives; 
I cannot Toy, nor Kiss, nor do I know not what, . . . 

Aurelia: 

... If we should be marry’d to Night, what would 
you do for Sleep? 

Truman ; 

Why, do not marry’d people sleep o’ Nights? 
Aurelia : 

Yes! Yes! alas good innocence. 

Truman: 

They have a scurvy Life on’t if they don’t ; 

But wee'l not Live as other people do, 

Wee’l find out some new handsome way of Love, 
Some way of Love that few shall imitate. 

Yet all admire ; for ’ds a sordid thing. 

That Lust should dare t’ insinuate itself 
Into the Marriage-bed; rvee’l get no Children, 

The worst of Men and Women can do that ; 

Besides too, if our issue should be Female, 

They would all learn to flatter and dissemble. 
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They would deceive with Promises and Vows 
Some simple men, and then prove False and Kill 
’em. 

Would they not do’t Aurelia? 

Aurelia : 

I, any tiling Mr. Truman, but what sh<all we do, Sir, 
When we are marry’d, pray? 

Truman: 

\Wiy ! Wee’l live very lovingly togctlier, 

Sometimes wec’l sit and talk of excellent things. 
And laugh at all the Nonsense of the World ; 
Sometimes wec’l walk together. 

Sometimes wcc’l read, and sometimes cat, and 
sometimes sleep; 

And sometimes pray, and then at last wcc’l dye, 
And go to Heaven together ; ’twill he rare ! 

Aurelia : 

We may do all tliis (mc-tliinks) and never marry for 
die matter. 


Truman: 

’Tis true, we may so 1 


Cowley 


Palamcdc. O, now I have found it ! you dislike 
her for no other reason but because she’s your 
wife. 

Rliodophil. And is not tliat enough? All that 
I know of her perfection now, is only by memory. 
I remember, indeed, tliat about two years ago I 
loved her passionately; but diose golden days are 
gone, Palamede : Yet I loved her a whole half year, 
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double the natural term of any mistress; and I 
think, in my conscience, I could have held out 
another quarter, but then the world began to laugh 
at me, and a certain shame, of being out of fashion, 
seized me. At last, we arrived at that point, that 
there was nothing left in us to make us new to one 
another. Yet still I set a good face upon the matter, 
and am infinite fond of her before company; but 
when we are alone, we walk like L’ons in a room; 
she one way, and I another. And we lie with our 
backs to each other, so far distant, as if die fashion 
of great beds was only invented to keep husband 
and wife suffidendy asunder. 

Dryden 


If a Husband facliavcth himself sometimes with 
an Indifference that a Wife may think offensive, 
she is in the ivrong to put the worst sence upon it, 
if by anjr Means it will admit a better. Some 
Wives will call it Ill-humour if their Husbands 
change their Style from diat which they used whilst 
they made their first Addresses to them: Others 
wiU allow no Intermission or Abatement in the Ex- 
pressions of Kindness to them, not enough dis- 
tinguishing Times, and forgetting that it is impos- 
sible for Men to keep themsdves up all their Lives 
to the height of some extravagant Moments. A 
Man ma^ at some times be less careful in litde 
things, without any cold or disobliging Reason for 
it; as a Wife may be loo expecting in smaller 
matters, without draiving upon her-sdf the infer- 
ence of being unkind. 

Lord Halifax 
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To various Climes of Tempers each arc thrown. 
The Frigid coupled to the Torrid Zone ; 

Like Curs of different Nature, in a Chain, 

They’re link’d in Fear, and wear their Bonds in 
Pain. 

Perhaps a cold Respect they both may shew, 

As Impious Men to a kind Demon do, 

Wlio when some skullung Wealth he docs unfold, 
Honour and dread him for their New-found 
Gold. 

But view, unrobe the bosom of Disguise, 

Observe the strange aversion of tbeir Eyes : 

With palpitadons of Regret They Twine, 

Like Oil and Water their false Loves combine. 
With feign’d Embrace they seem Love’s Joys to 
crave. 

But witli their Bed, converted to a Grave : 

And whilst their backward Hearts like Load-stones 
■ meet. 

They wish their Linnen were their Winding- 
sheet. 


Sedlcy 


The Morning rose bright as a blooming Bride, 
Flush’d with Enjoyment from her Lover’s Side ; 

So warm for Winter, and so like the Spring, 

I thought to hear the foolish Cuckoo sing ; 

But see how soon the Blessing turn'd a Curse, 
The Weather and the Ways grow worse and worse ; 
The Clouds look sullen in the faithless Skies ; 

And winds, like Jealousie, in Murmurs rise ; 
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It Tliunder’d in my Ears, and Lighten’d in mv 
Eyes. 

Soraerimes a flatt’ring Minute seem'd to smile, 
But lasted but a very little wliile. 

Such is the Morning of a married Life. 

But such the dirty Journey tvith a B'ife. 

John Hanbury 


. . . Tho’ marriage be a lottery, in which there 
are a wondrous many blanks; yet there is one 
inestimable lor, in which the only heaven on earth 
is trritten. Wou’d your kind fate but guide your 
hand to that, tho’ I were nxapt in all that luitury 
itself could clothe me vdth, I still shou’d envy you. 

Vanbrugh 


Careless. I can’t get an answer from her that 
does not begin mdi her honour, or her rirtue, her 
religion, or some such cant. Then she has told me 
the whole history of. Sir Paul’s nine years’ court- 
ship: how he has lain for whole nights together 
upon the stairs before her chamber door; and that 
the first favour he received from her was a piece 
of an old scarlet petticoat for a stomacher, which 
since the day of his marriage he has, out of a piece 
of gallantry,” converted into a nightcap, and wear.s 
it still with much solemnity on his anniversary 
wedding-night. 

Mellefont. That I have seen, with the cere- 
mony thereunto belonging: for on that night he 
creeps in at the bed's feet, like a gulled bassa that 
has married a relation of the Grand Signior, and 
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that night he has his arms at liberty. Did not she 
tell you at what distance she keeps him? He has 
confessed to me that but at some certain times, 
that is, I suppose, when she apprehends being with 
child, he never has the privilege of using the 
familiarity of a husband with a wife. He was once 
given to scrambling witit his hands and sprawling 
in Iris sleep; and ever since she has him swaddled 
up in blankets, and his hands and feet swathed 
down, and so put to bed; and tlicrc he lies with a 
great beard, like a Russian bear upon a drift of 
snow. . 

Congreve 


Tlic Wits of diis Island, for above fifty Years 
past, instead of correedng the Vices of the Age, 
have done all they could to inflame tlicm. Mar- 
riage has been one of the common Topicks of Ridi- 
cule that every Stage-Scribbler hath found Iris 
Account in; for whenever there is an Occasion for 
a Clap, an impertinent Jest upon Matrimony is 
sure to raise it. This hath been attended with very 
pernicious Consequences. Many a Country-Squire, 
Upon his setting up for a Man of the Totvn, has 
gone home in die Gaiety of liis Heart, and beat 
liis wife. A kind Husband hath been looked upon 
as a Clown, and a good Wife as a domesdek Ani- 
mal, unfit for the Company or Conversation of the 
Beau-Monde. In short, separate Beds, silent 
Tables, and solitary Homes, have been introduced 
by your Men of Wht and Pleasure of the Age. 

Steele 
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Mrs. Sullen. Law! what law can search into 
the remote abyss of nature? What erddence can 
prove the unaccountable disafiections of wedlock? 
Can a jury sum up the endless aversions that are 
rooted in our souls, or can a bench give judgment 
upon antipathies? 

Dorinda. They never pretended, sister; they 
never meddle, but in case of undeanness. 

Mrs. Sullen. Undeanness! O sister! casual 
violation is a transient injury, and may possibly be 
repaired, but can radical hatreds be ever recon- 
ciled? No, no, sister, nature is the first lawgiver, 
and when she has set tempers opposite, not all the 
golden links of wedlock nor iron manades of law 
can keep ’em fast. 

Farqtihar 


For I believe no woman who ever enter’d the pale 
of matrimony with sprightly hopes about her, 
found the possession (sex only consider’d) equal to 
her expectations. The maid may hope, may fansy 
much, in the commerce between the sexes, from 
her meditating on the hdghten’d scenes whidi per- 
nidous novels, and idle romances, the poison of 
female minds, abound with. But the tvidow knows 
’ns all free-masonry, all empty hope, flashy, foolish, 
unworthy, unpermanent, and but for the law of 
nature, despicable. 

Richardson 


448 



Wedded Love 


... as I was born witli the disease o£ repletion, 
and had made a resolution not to fornicate, it was 
incumbent on me to have a sister and companion, 
with whom I might lawfully carry on the succes- 
sion. As a friend to society, and passively obedient 
to the laws of my higher country, a wife for ever, 
I declared ; for if on losing one, we can still be so 
fortunate as to get anotlier, tvho is pretty witliout 
pride; witty without affectation; to virtue only and 
her friends a friend ... If such a charmer should 
again appear, and ten tliousand such tliere arc 
among the sex, silly and base though tlic majority 
may be; wiiat man could say he had had enough 
of wedlock, because he had buried seven such 
tvives? I am sure I could not. And if, like the men 
who were but striplings at fourscore, in the begin, 
ning of tliis world, I was to live for ages, and by 
accidents lost such partners as I have described; I 
would with rapture take hundreds of them to my 
breast, one after another, and piously propagate 
the kind. 

Thomas Amory 


What is the world to them 
Its pomp, its pleasure, and its nonsense all! 
\^Tio in each other clasp wiiatcver fair 
High fancy forms, and latish hearts can wish; 
Something tlian beauty dearer, should they 
look 

Or on the mind, or mind-illumined face — 
Truth, goodness, honour, harmony, and love. 
The richest bounty of indulgent Heaven. 
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Meantime a smiling offspring rises round, 

/\nd mingles both their graces. 

James Thomson 


“ I know not,” said the princess, “ whether 
marriage be more than one of the innumerable 
modes of human misery. When I see and reckon 
tlie various forms of connubial infelicitj', the unex- 
pected causes of lasting discord, tlie diversities of 
temper, tire oppositions of opinion, the rude col- 
lisions of contrary desire where both are urged by 
violent impulses, the obstinate contest of disagree- 
ing virtues where both are supported by consdous- 
ncss of good intention, I am sometimes" disposed to 
think, with the severer casuists of most nations, 
that marriage is rather permitted than approved, 
and that none, but by the instigadon of a passion 
too much indulged, entangle themselves with in- 
dissoluble compact.” 

Samuel Johnson 


He never once reflected on what is perhaps really 
the case, that to prevent a husband’s surfeit or 
satiety in the matrimonial feast, a litde add is how 
and then very prudently thrown into the dish by 
the wife. 

Sarah Fielding 


Next, with their boy, a decent couple came. 
And call’d him Robert, ’ttvas his father’s name; 
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Tlirec girls preceded, all by rime endear’d, 
And future births were neither hoped nor 
fear’d : 

Blest in each other, but to no excess. 

Health, quiet, comfort, form’d their happiness ; 
Love all made up of torture and delight, 

Was but mere madness in tlris couple’s sight : 
Susan could think, tliotigb not without a sigh. 
If she were gone, who should her place supply; 
And Robert, half in earnest, half in jest, 

Talk of her spouse when he should be at rest : 
Yet strange would either tlrink it to be told. 
Their love was cooling or their hearts were 
cold. 

Crabhe 


Marriage, dear Mason, is a serious tiring; 

’Tis proper every man should think it so ; 
'Twill either every human blessing bring, 
Or load thee with a settlement of woe. 

Sometimes indeed it is a middle state, 
Ncitlier supremely blest, nor deeply 
cursed ; 

A stagnant pool of life, a dream of fate : 

In my opinion, of all states the worst. 

Chatterton 


When my locks are grown hoary. 
And my visage looks pale ; 
Wlien my forehead has wrinkles, 
And my eyesight does fail ; 
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Then come, ye maidens! come, ye swains! 
Come and he cur’d o£ all your pains 
In Matrimony’s Golden Cage — 

Blake 


... I will go still further, and advance, without 
dreaming of a paradox, that an unhappy marriage 
' is often very advantageous to a family, and that the 
neglected ivife is, in general, the best mother. 

Mary Wollstojiccraft 


Wliat joys the happy pair await, 

In Hymen's rosy fetters bound, 
WTicn, m the soft connubial state, 
The lover in the husband’s found ! 

’Tis female sweetness gives us joy, 
Through cv’ry vary’d scene of life; 
And marriage raptures never cloy, 
Indulgent from a virtuous wife. 

A7lOtl. 


Nature has so ordered it, that men shall become 
less ardent in their passion after the wedding day, 
and tliat women shall not. Their ardour increases 
rather than the contrary; and they are surprisingly 
quick-sighted and inquisitive on diis score. 

Cobbett 


‘ Ask tile married man, who has been so but for 
a short space of time, if tliose blue eyes where, 
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during so many years of anxious courtship, trutli, 
sweetness, serenity, seemed to be written in charac- 
ters which could not be misunderstood — ask him 
if the characters wliich they now convey be exactly 
the same? — if for truth he docs not rend a dull 
virtue (the mimic of constancy) which cliangcs not, 
only because it wants the judgment to make a pre- 
ference? — ^if for sweetness he docs not read a stupid 
habit of looking pleased at every thing; — if for 
serenity he does not read animal tranquillity, the 
dead pool of the heart, which no breeze of passion 
can stir into health? Alas! what is diis book of 
the countenance for, which when we have read so 
long, and thought diat we understood its contents, 
there comes a coundcss list of heart-breaking errata 
at the end? 

Lamb 


, , , It often happens that, if a man unhappy in 
the married state were to disclose the manifold 
causes of his uneasiness, thev would he found, by 
diosc uho were beyond their influence, to be of 
such a nature as rather to c.xciic derision than sym- 
pathy. The waters of bitterness do not fall on his 
hcad^ in a cataract, but through a colander; one, 
however, like the vases of the Danaidcs, perforated 
only for replenishment. 

Landor 


" 1 have heard much of the torments of love. ’’ 
said Lady Etuilv, " but I never heard it r.ated as a 
luxury before, t hope there is no chance of your 
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being made premier, otherwise I fear we should 
have a tax upon love-marriages immediately.” 

"It would be greatly for the advantage of the 
nauon, as well as the comfort of individuals, if 
there was,” returned the Doctor. “ Many a pleasant 
fellow has been lost to society, by what you call a 
love-marriage. I speak from experience — I was ob- 
liged to drop the oldest friend I had, upon his 
making one of your love-marriages.” 

“What! you were afraid of the effects of evil 
example? ” asked Lady Emily. 

"No — it was not for that; but he asked me to 
take a family dinner with him one day, and I, with- 
out knowing anything of the character of the 
ivoman he had married, was weak enough to go, 
I found a very so so table-cloth, and a shoulder of 
mutton, wliich ended our acquaintance. I never 
entered liis door after it. In fact, no man’s happi- 
ness is proof against dirty table-cloths and bad 
dinners; and you may take my word for it. Lady 
Emily, these arc the invariable accompaniments of 
your love-marriages.” 

MissFerrier 


’Tis melancholy and a fearful sign 
Of human frailty, folly, also crime, 

That love and marriage rarely can combine 
Altltough they both arc born in the same clime. 
Marriage from love, like vinegar from wine — 

A sad, sour, sober beverage — by time 
Is sharpen’d from its high celesdal flavour, 

Down to a very homely household savour. 
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TIjere's something of antipathy, as ’mere, 

Between their present and tlicir future state ; 

A kind of flattery that’s hardly fair 
Is used until the truth arrives too late — 

Yet what can people do, except despair? 

The same things change their names at such a 
rate; 

For instance — passion in a lover’s glorious, 

But in a husband is pronounced uxorious. 

Byron 


My husband conducted me to my chamber 
to-night, imprinted a kiss on my brow, and betook 
himself to his dressing-room that adjoins it, in 
which there is a small b^cd. How this delicacy and 
consideration for my feelings touches me,’ and 
endears him still more to my heart! I can hear 
him every time he moves in the next roont, and I 
feel a confidence, a relief, in knowing he is so near 
me. He speaks — he seems to suffer. Shall I awake 
him? No, I have not courage to enter his room . , . 
Heaven bless and comfort him! ... I, too, will seek 
my pillow. 

I arose early tliis morn, and uas drcs.scd I)cforc 
my husband was awake. My husbandX There is 
something sweet and comforting in the very sound 
of these two words. They assure me that I have 
a tender friend, a sure protector for life! ... He 
came to me the moment he was drcs.scd. and pressed 
me fondly in his arms. I wept on hi.s brc.ast, for 
my feciincs were touched by his tenderness. . . . kk'c 
descended to the breakfast-room. He placed me at 
the he.td of the table; my dear mother h.aving li.ad 
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a sleepless night, was now slumbering: and thus our 
first morning repast was partaken tete-a-tete. Every 
little incident gave him pleasure. Tire pouring out 
of his tea, the seasoning of it to his taste, called 
forth expressions of affection and gratitude, and we 
both felt that a tete-a-tete breakfast is a most de- 
lightful diing, 

. . . Tlren came good Mrs Burnet to receive orders 
for dinner . . . and my dear husband told her that 
she must sdll be housekeeper as he intended to 
occupy my time so much as to leave me none for 
managing household concerns Then followed his 
consultation about what I best liked for dinner. He 
remembered what he had seen me prefer in my own 
old home, and also our dear mother’s favourite 
dishes. How tliou^htful, how kind ! Tlren I would 
insist on hating nis, and a little contest ensued, 
which ended by his saving that I should have it all 
my own way. 

Lady Blcssingtov 


They spent their honeymoon in London, and 
tasted eardily felicity. 

Yet tlrey did not quarrel after it; but subsided 
into the quiet complacency of wedded life. . . . 

_ For many years they did not furnish any ex- 
citing or even interesting matter to this narrator. 
And all the better for them; without these happy 
periods of dullness our lives would be hell, and our 
hearts eternally bubbling and boiling in a huge 

pot made hot witli thorns 

He was uxorious, and it used to come out 
after his first wine. This Mrs Gaunt permitted at 
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first, but by-and-by says she, expanding her delicate 
nostriis, “ You maybe as affectionate as you please, 
dear, and you may smell o£ wine if you will, but 
please not to smell of wine and be affectionate at 
the same moment. I value your affection too highly 
to let you disgust me witlt it.” 

And the model husband jnclded to this severe 
restriction and, as it never occurred to him to give 
up liis nine, he forbore to be affectionate in his 

Charles Reailc 


I, while the shop-g^rl fitted on 

The sand-shoes, look'd where, down the bay, 
The sea glow’d with a shrouded sun. 

‘ I’m ready, Felix; will you pay? ’ 

That was my first expense for this 
Sweet Stranger, now my three days’ Wife. 
How light the touches are tliat kiss 
Tlic music from the chords of life! 

Coventry Patmore 


“ Do you know many wives, my dear Rachel, who 
respect and admire their husbands? And yet they 
and their husbands get on very well. How many 
brides go to the altar with hearts that would bear 
inspection by the men w'ho take them there? And 
yet it doesn’t end unhappily — somehow or other 
the nuptial establishment jogs on. The truth is, 
that women try marriage as a Refuge, far more 
numerously than they arc willing to admit; and, 
what is more, they find that marriage has justified 
their confidence in it.” 
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• But all the while his human love clung about her, 
showing itself in a thousand forms of watcMul 
tenderness. And hers clung to him, closely, de- 
pendently; she let herself be taken care of, ruled 
and guided, as if witlt lum she found helplessness 
restful and submission sweeu Many a httle out- 
ward fondness, that when people have been long 
married drops into disuse, was revived again; he 
would bring her flowers out of the garden, or new 
books from the town; and many a time, when no 
one noticed, I have seen him stoop and press his 
lips upon the faded hand, where the wedding-ring 
hung so loosely — his own for so many years, his 
own rill the dust claimed it, that well-beloved hand. 

Mrs Craik 


Man’s nuptial half is kindlingly conceimed m the 
launch of a new couple; it is the business of the fair 
sex; and man liimself (very strangely, hut nature 
quickens him still) lends a not unfavouring eye to 
the preparations of the matrimonial vessel for its 
oily descent into the tides, wlicre billows will soon 
be rising, captain and mate soon discussing the 
fateful question of who is commander. We con- 
sent, it appears, to hope again for mankind; here 
is another chancel Or else, assuming the happiness 
of the pair, tliat pomp of ceremonial, contrasted 
with the little wind-blown candle they carry be- 
tiveen them, catches at our weaker fibres. After so 
rnany ships have foundered, some keel up, like 
poisoned fish, at the first drink of water, it is a 
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gallant spectacle, let us avow; and either the world 
perpetuating it is heroical or nature incorrigible in 
the species. 

Meredith 


The matrimonial ideal of the one love for life, 
beginning in youth, enduring through maturity to 
old age, and ending only with death, is, of coiuse, 
the purest and noblest basis of the family. 

Mrs. Lynn Linton 


Other people, and unformnately by far the 
greater number of those who get married, must be 
classed among the “ other people ”, will inetitably 
go through a quarter or half an hour of greater or 
less badness as the case may be. Taking numbers 
into account, I should think more mental stilfering 
had been undergone in the streets leading from St 
George’s, Hanover Square, tlian in the condemned 
cells of Newgate. There is no time at whidi what 
the Italians call la figlia della Morta lays her cold 
hand upon a man more awfully than during the 
first half hour that he is alone with a woman whom 
he has married but never genuinely loved. 

Sa?nnel Butler 


The landlord of the lodging, who had heard that 
tliey were a queer couple, had doubted if they were 
married at all, especially as he had seen Arabella 
kiss Jude one evening w’hen she had taken a litde 
cordial; and he was about to give them notice to 
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quit, dll by chance overhearing her one night 
haranguing Jude in rattling terms, and uldmatcly 
flinging a shoe at his head, he recognized the note 
of ' ordinary wedlock; and concluding diat they 
must he respectable, said no more. 

Hardy 


Lo, if a man, magnanimous and tender, 

Lo, if a woman, desperate and true. 

Make die irrevocable sweet surrender. 

Show to eacli other what the Lord can do, — 

Eadi, as I know, a helping and a healing, 

. Eacli to the other strangely a surprise, 

Heart to the heart in mystery reveahng, 

Soul to die soul in melancholy eyes, 

Where wilt thou find a riving or a rending 
Able to sever them in twain again? 

•God hadt begun, and God’s shall be die ending. 
Safe in His bosom and aloof from men. 

Her thou mayest separate but shalt not sunder, 
Tho’ thou distress her for a litde wliile; 

Rapt in a worship, ravished in a wonder. 

Stayed on the stedfast promise of a smile. 

Scarcely she knoweth if his arms have found her — 
Waves of liis breath make tremulous the air — 

Or if the thrill within her and around her 
Be but the distant echo of his prayer. . . . 

F. W. H. Myers 
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Suffer us likewse to remind you, that, though 
most men marry, few live happily; which manifesdy 
proves that there is more art necessary to keep the 
affecdon alive than to procure its gratification. But, 
as this is a point of the highest importance, let us 
advise you to study it as the science of life. . . . 
Assure yourself, there are hut very few steps be- 
ttveen indifference, neglect, contempt, and aversion. 
And, therefore, if you have any respect for your 
own repose, let your first transports be moderate; 
and, when over, do not so much as with a look 
betray either satiety or repentance; but let the same 
cheerfulness appear on your brow, the same tender- 
ness in your eyes, the same obliging turn in your 
behaviour, and give her daily and hourly proof, if 
possible, that she is as dear to you as ever. Above 
all things never let her imagine it is a penance to 
you to stay at home or that you prefer any com- 
pany whatever to hers; but on the contrary, let her 
share nith you in all your pleasures, and find fre- 
quent opportunities to induce her to dunk it will 
be her own fault if she is not die happiest woman 
in the world. . . . 

As to what remains, have but one table, one 
purse, and one bed; either separate, mil be attended 
with separate interests; and there cannot be too 
many ties to strengthen a union which, though 
calculated to last for life, is of such a cobweb tex- 
mre, as often to wear out before the honeymoon. 

Anon. 
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Now, facing her, he put his hands on her damp 
shoulders. She looked up at him over the towel, 
leaning her head forwartls, and suspending acdon. 
Her nose was about a foot from his. She saw, as 
she had seen a hundred times, every detail of his 
large, handsome, and yet time-worn iacc, every hair 
of his impressive moustaclie, all the melting shades 
of colour in his dark eyes. His charm was coarse 
and crude, but he was very skilful, and there was 
something about his experienced, weather-beaten, 
slightly depraved air which excited her. She liked 
to feel young and girlish before him; she liked to 
feel that with him alone of all men, her modesty 
availed nothing. She was beginning to realize her 
power over him, and the extent of it. ft was a 
power miraculous and mysterious, never claimed by 
iier, and never admitted by him save in glance and 
gesture. This power lay in the fact tliat she tvas 
inispensable to him. He was not her slave — she 
might indeed have been considered the human 
chattel — but he was the slave of his need of her. 
He loved her. In him she saw what love was; she 
had seen it more and more clearly since the day of 
their engagement. She was both proud and 
ashatned of her power. He did not possess a similar 
power over herself. She was fond of him, perhaps 
getting fonder; but his domination of her sense tvas 
already at an end. She had passed through painful, 
shattering ecstasies of bliss, hours unforgettable, 
hours which she knew could never recur. And she 
Was left sated and unsatisfied. So that by virtue of 
this not yet quite bitter disillusion, she was coming 
to regard herself as his superior, as being less naive 
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than he, as being even essentially older than he. 
And in speaking to him sometimes she would put 
on a grave and precociously sapient mien, as if to 
indicate that she had access to sources of wisdom 
for ever closed to him. ... 

She guessed herself to be his superior in cer- 
tain qualities. He was revealed to her; she felt that 
she was not revealed to him, and that in spite of her 
whole-hearted surrender she had not given all be- 
cause of his blindness to what she offered. She 
could not completely respect him. But she was his. 
She was naught apart from him. She was the wife. 
His existence went on mainly as before; hers was 
diverted, narrowed — ^fundamentally altered. Never 
now could she be enfranchised into the male 
world! . . . 

Already she was disappointed with her marriage. 
Amid the fevers of bodily appetite she could 
clearly distinguish the beginning of lassitude; 
she no longer saw her husband as a romantic and 
baffling figure; she had explored and charted Iiis 
soul, and not all his excellencies could atone for bis 
earthliness. She wondered grimly where and imder 
what circumstances he had acquired the adroitness 
which had charmed and still ffld charm her. She 
saw in front of her a vista of days and years in 
which ennui would probably increase and joy 
diminish. And she put her shoulders back defiantly, 
and tliought: “ Well, here I am anyhow! I wanted 
him, and I've got him. What I have to go through 
I shall go through! ” 

• Arnold Bennett 
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Matters have become very wrong indeed when 
a caress is not cnougli to set all right at once; but 
tilings came to that shocking pass between Colonel 
and Mrs. Tempest, and went in the course of the 
next few years several steps further still, till tlicy 
readied on her part, that dreary dead level of 
eniadated semi-maternal tenderness which is tlie 
only feeling some husbands allow their wives to 
entertain permanently for them; the only kind of 
love some men believe a drtuous woman is capable 
of. 

Mery Cholmondclcy 


" Every good wife should commit a few infi- 
delities to keep her husband in countenance 
The extent to ivhich married people strain their 
relations by pretending that there is only one man 
or woman in the world for them is so tragic tliat 
we have to laugh at it to save ourselves from 
crying.” 

Bernard Shaw 


Good husbands make unhappy wives; 

so do bad husbands, just as often ; 

but the unhappiness of a wife with a good husband 

is much more devastating 

than the unhappiness of a wife with a bad husband, 

D. H. Lawrence 
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Love likes not the jailing fruit 
From the withered tree. 

Ralegh 

And old folks say there are no pains 
Like itch of love in aged veins. 

Carew 


Ancient men will dote in this kind sometimes as 
well as the rest; the heat of love will thaw their 
frozen affections, dissolve the ice of age, and so far 
enable them, though they be sixty years of age 
above the girdle, to be scarce thirty beneath. 

Burton 


The seas are quiet when the whids give o’er; 
So calm are we when passions are no more. 

Waller 


See some fit passion every age supply; 

Hope travels through, nor quits us when we die. 

Pope 


Grown old in love from seven till seven times seven, 
I oft have wish’d for Hell, for ease from Heaven. 

Blake 



Wc olde men, I drede, so f.ire wc ; 

Til wc be roten, can we nat be rype ; 

We hoppen ay, whyl that the world wol pype. 
For in oure tvil thcr stiketh ever a nayl. 

To have an hoor heed and a grenc tayl. 

As hath a leek ; for thogh our might be goon. 
Our wil desheth foUc ever in oon. 

For whan we may nat doon, than wol we speke ; 
Yet in our asshen olde is fyr y-reke. 

Chaucer 


They flee from me, that somtime did me seke 
With naked fote stalkyng witlun my chamber. 
Once have I seen them gentle, tame, and meke. 
That now are wild, and do not once remember 
That sometyme they have put themselves in 
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To take bread at my hand, and now they range. 
Busily sekyng in continuall change. 

Thanked be fortune, it hath bene otherwise 
Tw'enty tymes better: but once espedall, 

In thinne aray, after a pleasant gyse, 

Wflien her loose gowne did from her shoulders fall. 
And she me caught in her armes long and small. 
And tlierwithall, so swetely did me kysse, 

And softly sayd : deare heart, how like you this? 

It was no dreame : for I lay broade awakyng. 
But all is turned now through my gentlenesse. 

Into a bitter fashion of fors^yng: 

And I have leave to go of her goodnesse, 

And she also to use newfanglenesse. 

But, sins that I unkyndly so am served : 

Howlike you this, what hath she now deserved? 

Wyatt 


What breach of vows and oaths, fury, dotage, 
madness, might I reckon up! Yet this is more 
tolerable in youth, and such as are still in their hot 
blood; but for an old fool to dote, to see an old 
lecher, what more odious, what can be more 
absurd? and yet what so common? WTxo so 
furious? . . . Some dote then more than ever they 
did in their youth. How many decrepit, hoary, 
harsh, writhen, bursten-bellied, crooked, toothless, 
bald, blear-eyed, impotent, rotten old men shall you 
see flickering still in every place? One gets him a 
young wife, another a courtesan, and when he can 
scarce lift his leg over a sill, and hath one foot 
aheady in Charon’s boat, tvhen he hath the 
trembung in his joints, the gout in his feet, a per- 
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petual rheum in his head, a conrinuatc cough, “ his 
sight fails him, thick of hearing, his breath stinks.” 
all his moisture is dried up and gone, may not spit 
from him, a very cliild again, that cannot dress iiim- 
self, or cut his own meat, yet he wUl be dreaming 
of, and honing after wenches; what can be more 
unseemly? 

Burton 


Alas! I can’t, for tell me how 
Can I be gamesome (aged now) 

Besides, ye see me daily grow 

Here, Wintcr-like, to Frost and Snow. 

And ere long, my Girles, shall see. 

Ye quake for cold to looke on me. 

Herrick 


Tell me not. Time hath played the thief 
Upon her beauty! My belief 
Might have been mocked ; and I had been 
A heretic, if I had not seen 
My Mistress is still fair to me ! 

And now I all those graces see, 

That did adorn her virgin Brow! 

Her Eye hath the same flame in ’t now. 
To kill, or save ! The chemist’s fire 
Equally burns; so my desire! 

Not any rosebud less uitliin 
Her Cheek ! The same snow on her Chin ! 
Her Voice, that heavenly music bears, 
First charmed my soul; and in my ears 
Did leave it trembling ! Her lips are 
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The selfsame lovely twins tliey were! 

After so many years, I miss 
No flower in all my Paradise! 

Time! I despise thy rage, and thee! 

Tlueves do'not always thrive, I see! 

Shirley 


Scorn me not, fair, because you see 
My hairs are white; what if they be? 
Think not ’cause in your Cheeks appear 
Fresh Springs of Roses all the year. 

And mine, like Winter, wan and cold. 

My love like Winter should be cold. 

See in the garland which you wear 
How the sweet blushing Roses there 
With palest Lillyes do combine; 

Be taught by them, and so let's joyn. 

Anon. 


Harpoole. Ha, Do!, thou hast a sweete paire of 
lips, by the masse. 

Doll. Truely you are a most sweet olde man, as 
ever I sawe; by my trotli, you have a face, able ro 
make any woman in love with you. 

Harpoole. Fill, sweete, Doll; Be drink to thee. 

Doll. “ I pledge you, sir, and thank you there- 
fore. 

And I pray you let it come.” 

Harpoole {imbracing her). Doll, canst thou love 
me? A mad merry lasse! would to God I had never 
scene thee ! 

Doll. I warrant you, you will not out of my 

472 



Frosty hut Kindly 

thoughts tltis twelvemontli; truely you are as full 
of favour, as a man may be. Ah, tiiese sweeie grey 
lockes ! by my trotli, they arc most lovely. 

Constable. Gods boorcs, maistcr Harpoolc, I 
\vill have one busse too. 

Harpoolc. No licking for voii, Constable.' hand 
off, hand off! 

Doll. Oh, you are an od boie; you have a wan- 
ton cie of your ownc! ah, you sweet sugar lipt 
W'anton, you will winne as many w'omens hearts as 
come in your company. 

Arion. 


Love, like Spring-udes full and high. 
Swells in every youtliful vein : 

But eadi tide does less supply. 

Till tlrey quite shrink in again. 

If a flow' in Age appear ; 

’Tis but rain, and runs not clear! 

Drydcn 


Ah, Phillis! that you would combine 
A way to keep my love alive ! 

But ail your other charms must fail, 
Wlien lundness ceases to prevail ! 

Alas! no less than you, I grieve 
My djdng flame has no reprieve ! 

For I can never hope to find 
(Should all the Nymphs I court, be kind!) 
One Beauty able to renew 
Tliose pleasures I enjoyed in you. 

When Love and Youth did both conspire 
To fill our breasts and veins with fire! 
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'Tis true, some other Nymph may gain 
That heart, which merits your disdain! 

But Second Love has still allay 1 
The joys grow agW, and decay! 

Then, Blame me not for losing more 
Than Love and Beauty can restore! 

And let this truth thy comfort prove ! 

I tvould, but can no longer, love! 

Etherege 


Scrape no more your harmless Chins, 

Old Beaux, in hope to please ; 

You shou'd repent your former Sins, 

Not study their hicrease; 

Young awkvard Fops, may shock our Sight, 

But you o'ffend by Day and Night. 

In vain the Coacltman turns about. 

And whips the dappl’d Greys; 

When the old Ogler looks out. 

We turn away our Face. 

True Love and Youth will ever charm, 

But both affected, cannot warm. 

Summer-fruits we highly prise, 

They kindly cool the Blood; 

But Winter-berries we despise. 

And leave ’em in the Wood ; 

On the Bush they may look well. 

But gather’d, lose both taste and smell. 

That you languish, that you dye, 

Alas, is but too true; 
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Yet tax not us nitli Cruelty, 

Who daily pity you. 

Nature henceforth alone accuse, 

In vain we grant, if she refuse. 

Sedley 


Vain are the charms of wliitc mid red, 
Whicli divide tlie blooming Fair! 

Give me the Nymph, whose snow is spread 
Not o’er her breast, but hair! 

Of smoother checks, the winning grace 
As open forces I defy! 

But in the wrinkles of her face, 

Cupids, as in ambush, lie! 

If naked eyes set hearts on blaze. 

And am’rous warmth inspire ; 

Tlirough glass who darts her pointed rays 
Lights up a fiercer firel 

Nor happy Rivals, nor the train 

Of nura’rous years, my bliss destroys ! 

Alive, she gives no jealous pain ; 

And tlien, to please me, dies ! 

Williani Pulteney 


The fire of love in youdiful blood 
Like what is kindled in brushwood. 

But for a moment burns; 

Yet in that moment makes a mighty noise; 
It crackles, and to vapour turns. 

And soon itself destroys. 
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But, when crept into aged veins. 

It slowly burns, and long remains. 

And tvith a silent heat. 

Like fire in logs, it glows and warms ’em long; 
And though the flame be not so great. 

Yet is the heat as strong. 

Anon. 


How blessed has my time been! what days have I 
known! 

Since w'edlock’s soft bondage made Jesse my own. 

So joyful my heart is; so easy, my diain; 

TIrat freedom is tasteless, and roving a pain I 

Through walks grotm tvith woodbines, as often we 
stray. 

Around us our boys and girls frolic and play. 

How pleasing their sport is, the wanton ones see; 

And borrow their looks from my Jesse and me. 

To try her sweet temper, sometimes am I seen 

In Revels all day with the Njunphs of die Green ; 

Though painful my absence, ray doubts she be- 
guiles. 

And meets me, at night, with compliance and 
smiles. 

What though on her cheek the rose loses its hue; 

Her ease and good humour bloom all die year 
through! 

Time still, as he flies, brings increase to her truth ; 

And gives to her mind, what he steals from her 
youtli! 


476 


Edward Moore 



Frosty hut Kindly 


If I live to grow old, for I find I go down. 

Let tltis be my fate : — in a country town 

May I Lave a warm house, with a stone at tlie gate, 

And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate. 

May I govern my passions tvitli absolute sway. 
And grow wiser and better as strengtlt w'ears away. 
Without gout or stone, by a gentle decay. 

Witli a courage undaunted may I face my last day : 
And when I am dead may the better sort say. 

In die morning when sober, in the evening when 
mellow, 

“ He’s gone, and has left not behind him his 
fellow' : 

For he governed liis passions with absolute sw'ay, 
And grew wiser and better as strengdi wore away, 
Without gout or stone, by a gentle decay.” 

Wnller Pope 


Old Darby, with Joan by his side, 

You’ve often regarded tvith wonder ! 

He is dropsical, she is sorc-cyed ; 

Yet dtey’re ever uneasy asunder! 
Together they totter about. 

Or sit in the sun at the door ; 

And, at night, when old Darby’s pot ’s out. 
His Joan tvill not smoke a whiff more I 

No beauty nor wit they possess, 

Tlreir several failings to smother; 

Then, Wliat are the charms, can you guess? 
That make them so fond of each other? 
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Tis the pleasing remembrance of Youth, 
The endearments which that did bestow ! 

The thoughts of past pleasure and truth, 
The best of our blessings below! 

Tliose traces for ever tvill last. 

Where Sickness and Time can’t remove! 

For when Youth and Beauty are past, 

And Age brings the Winter of Love, 

A friendship insensibly grows. 

By reviews of such raptures as these! 

The current of fondness still flows. 

Which decrepit Old Age cannot freeze! 

Anon. 


When last we parted, thou wert yoimg and fair. 
How beautiful let fond remembrance say! 

Alas ! since tlien old time has stol’n away 
Full thirty yetus, leaving my temples bare — 

So has it perish’d like a thing of air. 

The dream of love and youth! — notv both are grey. 
Yet sdll remembering that delightful day 
Tho’ time with his cold touch hath blanch’d my 
hair, 

Tho’ I have suffer’d many years of pain, 

Since then ; tho’ I did never think to live 
To hear that voice or see those eyes again, 

I can a sad, but cordial greeting giv'e. 

And for thy welfare, breathe as warm a pra/r, 

— As when I lov’d thee young and fair! 

Joanna Baillie 
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Died in 1778, at Wcdnesficld, near Wolverhamp- 
ton, in Staffordshire, William Iven, aged one hun- 
dred and fifteen years; he retained dl his mental 
faculdes till tlie day of his dcatli, was remarkably 
cheerful, and frequently heard singing. He married 
four wives, the last in his one hundred and fifth 
year, through principle, as he declared, when in- 
terrogated by the clergyman, as he had always led 
a Hrtuous life, and always would. 

Dodslcy's Register, 177S 


If I were young as I have been. 

And you were only gay sixteen, 

I would address you as a goddess. 

Write loyal cantos to your bodice. 

Wish that I were your cap, your shoe. 

Or anydiing tlia t’s near to you. 

But I am old, and you, my fair. 

Are somewhat older than you were. 

A lover’s language in your hearing 
Would sound like irony and jeering. 

Once you were fair to all tliat see. 

Now you arc only fair to me. 

Hartley Coleridge 


“ The old girl,” says Mr. Bagnet in reply, “ is a 
thoroughly fine woman. Consequently she is like a 
thoroughly fine day. Gets finer as she gets on. I 
never saw the old girl’s equal. But I never own it 
before her. Discipline must be maintained.” 

Dickens 
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. . . and I must own 
A faintly sentimental tone 
Stole o'er ‘my reminiscences, 

As we passed, repassed the bees; 

I said her child recalled her so, — 

Revived in me the long ago — 

The age was just about the same 
When we once played a charming game . . . 
The gravel crunched beneath her tread 
While she went on, and thus she said : 

“ Your memory’s good for long ago, 

I often tvish that mine were so. 

But when a girl is wed like me, 

And carried quite away to town. 

The rest soon fades away, you see 
The birds gone, soon the nest blows down : 
Your brother James, now gone, and I 
Had some flirtations certainly. 

He was the red-haired one, and tall ; — 

I can’t remember you at all.” 

I made reply, some sidelong mutter; 

We turned, we joined the rest at tea. 

She ate three folds of bread and butter. 

She had never thought at all of me ! 

William Bell Scott 


I cannot love as I have loved. 

And yet I know not why; 

It is the greatest woe of life 
To feel all feeling die. 

P. J. Bailey 
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I cannot kiss dice as I used to kiss ; 

Time who is lord of love must answer tliis. 

Shall I believe thine eyes are grown less sweet? 
Nay, but my life-blood fails on heavier feet. 

Time goes, old girl, time goes. 

I cannot hold as once I held your band ; 

Youth is a tree whose leaves fall light as sand. 

Hast thou known many trees that shed them so? 
Ay me, sweetheart I know, ay me, I know. 

Time goes, my bird, time goes. 

I cannot love thee as I used to love. 

Age comes, and little Love takes flight above. 

If our eyes fail, have his the deeper glow? 

I do not know, sweetheart, I do not know. 

Time goes, old girl, time goes. 

Why, the gold cloud grows leaden, as the eve 
Deepens, and one by one its glories leave. 

And, if you press me, dear, why tlxis is so, 

Tliat this is worth a tear is :J1 1 know. 

Time flows and rows and goes. 

In that old day the subtle child-god came; 

Meek were liis eyelids but Iris eyeballs flame. 

With sandals of desire his light ieet shod. 

With eyes and brcatli of fire, a perfect god 
He rose, my ^1, he rose. 

He went, my girl, and raised your hand and sighed,. 
" Would that my spirit always could abide.” 
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And whispered “ Go your ways and play your day. 
Would I w'ere god of time but my brief sway 
Is briefer than a rose.” 

Old wife, old lov'c, there is a something yet 
That makes amends, tho’ all the glory set; 

Tlie after-love that holds dice trebly mine, 

Tho’ thy lips fade, my dove, and we decline. 

And time, dear heart, srill goes. 

• Lord de Tabley 


Dr. Soudi, when he resided at Caversham, in 
Oxfordshire, was, one very cold winter’s morning, 
called out of lus bed to marry a couple, who were 
then waiting at church. He hurried on his habili- 
ments, and went shivering to the church; but see- 
ing only an old man of seventy, and a woman about 
the same age, asked his derk in a pet, where tlie 
bride and bridegroom were, and what those old 
folks wanted? The old man replied, that they came 
there to be married. The doctor, looking sternly at 
iliem, exclaimed, MARRIED! “Yes, married^ 
said the old man hastily, “ belter marry than da 
worse.” “ Get you gone, you silly old fools,” said 
die doctor, “ get home, and do your worst ”; and 
then hobbled out of church, abusing his derk for 
disturbing him on so silly an occasion. 

Recreative Review 


Behold, O Nature, this pair! 

See them to-night where they stand. 
Not with the halo of youth 
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Crowning tlrcir brows rvith its light. 

Not with the sunshine of hope. 

Not with the rapture of spring, 

Which they had of old, when they stood 

Ye<ars ago at my side 

In this self-same garden and said ; 

" Wc are young and the world is ours. . . 

Well I know what they feel. 

They gaze, and tlic evening wind 
Plays on their faces : drey gaze ; 

Airs from die Eden of Youth, 

Awake and stir in their soul : 

The past returns ; drey feel 
What they arc, alas ! what they were. 

They, not Nature, arc changed. 

Well I know what they feel. 

Hush I for tears 

Begin to steal to dieir eyes. 

Hush! for fruit 

Grows from such sorrow as theirs. 

And they remember 

Widi piercing untold anguish 

The proud boasting of their youth. 

And they feel how Nature was fair. 

And the mists of delusion. 

And the scales of habit. 

Fall away from their eyes. 

And they see, for a moment. 

Stretching out, like a desert, 

In its weary, unprofitable length. 

Their faded ignoble lives. . . . 

Matthew Arnold 
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I look into my glass. 

And view my wasting skin, 

And say, “ Would God it came to pass 
My heart had shrunk as thin! ” 

For then, I, undistrest 
By hearts grown cold to me. 

Could lonely wait my endless rest 
With equanimity. 

But Time, to make me grieve, 

Part steals, lets part abide; 

And shakes this fragile frame at eve 
With throbbings of noontide. 

Hardy 


To him 

The wrinkled patriach, who sits and suns 
His shrunken form beneath the boughs he climbed 
A lissom boy ; whence comes that brooding smile. 
Whose secret lifts his cheeks, and overflows 
His sight with tender dew? What through his 
frame 

Melts langour sweeter than approaching sleep 
To one made weary by a hard day’s toil? 

It is the memory of primal love, 

Whose visionary splendour steeped his life 
In hues of heaven. . . . 

Thomas Woolner 
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What hands, eyes, image wiil console me now? 
Francesca and I no longer read and kiss : 

I have grown weary, she old, yet both 
Regret tliat dreaming should liave come to tliis. 

Jasmine, rose, hyacindi and lotus. 

And breasts medculously white, and sung 
To rich accompaniment of lute and viol. 

Were tlireads from whidi tliose lovely puppets 
hung. 

Ave Maria I once virginity’s flower 
Pendant in darkness from a mystic fr;ul 
Stem of the giant tree, inveigled lust 
To seek an innocuous, elusive grail. 

Till luckless Perceval at length surprising 
Hcat'y-limbed Blanclieflor stooping to piss. 
Suddenly renounced his quest and his armour. 

And sought assuagement in hj^postasis. 

Douglas Carman 
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Let there be no great disproportion of age. They 
that marry ancient people merely in expectation to 
bury them hang themselves in hope that one will 
come and cut the halter. 

FuLtEn 


Since thou wilt needs, bewitched with some ill 
charms. 

Be btiryed in those monumental arms, 

All we can wish is, may his Earth lye light 
Upon thy tender limbs, and so good night. 

Anon, 




And Januaric hath faste in armes take 
i-hs fresshe May, his paradys, his make, 
iie luUeth htr, he kisseth hit ful ofte 
With thikkc bristles of Iiis herd un.spfte, 
^ike to the .skin of houndfish, sharp as brerc 
w shave al newe in his manerc. 

rubbeth hir aboutc hir tendre face 
;^d seyde thus, “ alias! I moot trcspace 
io yow, my spouse, and yow gredy offende, 
tyme come that I Ml doun descende. 

^ut nathelees, considcreth this,” quod he, 
iner nis no werlcman. what-so-ever he be 
i hat may bodie werke wcl and hastily; ’ 

um wol be doon at Icyser and parfitly. 
it is no fors how longe that we plcye; 

4* wediok wedded be we tweye ; 

■And blessed be the yok that ive be inne, 
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For in our acres we mowe do no sinne. 

A man may do no sinne -with his wyf, 

Ne hurt himselven with his ow'ene Jtnyf; 

For we han levc to pleye us by the lawe.” 

Thus laboureth he ul that the day gan dawe ; 

And than he taketh a sop in fyn darree. 

And upright in his bed dian sitteth he. 

And after that he sang ful loude and dere. 

And kiste liis tvyf, and made wantoun chere. 

He was al coltish, ful of ragerye. 

And ful of jargon as a flekked pye. 

Tlte slakke skin aboute his nel^e shaketli, 

Whyl that he sang; so chaunteth he and craketh. 
But god wot what that May thoughte in hir herte. 
Whan she him saugh up sittinge in his sherte. 

In his night-cappe, and with his nekke lene ; 

She preyseth nat his pleying worth a bene. 

Chancer 


Though you are young and I am old. 
Though your veins hot and my blood cold. 
Though youth is moist and age is dry. 

Yet embers live when flames do die. 

The tender graft is easily broke, 

But who shall shake the sturdy oak? 

You are more fresh and fair than I, 

Yet stubs do live when flowers do die. 

Thou, that thy youth doth naivly boast. 
Know', buds are soonest nipped tvith frost. 
Think that thy fortune still doth cry: 

“ Thou fool, to-morrow thou must die.” 

Campion 
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_ A pretie voundc faced wench was it, with blacke 
eie brow’cs, a high forehead, a little mouth, and a 
shatpc nose, as fat and plum evcric part of her as a 
plover, a skin as slike and soft as the backc of 
a swan, it doth me good when I remember her. 
Like a bird she tript on the grounde, and bare out 
her belly as majesticall as an Estrich. With a 
licorous rouling cic fixt piercing on the earth, and 
sometimes scornfully darted on the tone side, she 
figured forth a high discontented disdaine, mueh 
like a prince puffing and storming at the treason of 
some mightic subject fled lately out of liis power. 
Her very countenance repiningly wrathfull, and yet 
cleere and unwrinkled, would have confirmed the 
cleerncs of her conscience to the austerest judge in 
the worlde. If in anie tiling shee were culpable, it 
was in being too melancholy chast, and shewing her 
self as covetous of her beautie as hir husband was 
of his bags. Many arc honest, because they know 
not howc to bee dishonest : she thought there was 
no pleasure in stolnc bread, because there was no 
pleasure in an oldc mans bed. 

Nashc 


Eugenia : 

His suppers must be warm’d, in August too. 
And his gown girt to him in tlie very dog-days. 
When every mastiff lolls out’s tongue for heat. 
Would not this vex a beauty of nineteen now? 
Alas 1 I should be tumbling in cold baths now. 
Under each armpit a fine bean-flower bag, 

To screw out whiteness when I list — 
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And some sev’n of the properest men in the duke- 
dom 

Making a banquet ready i’ the next room for me ; 
When he that gets the first kiss is envied. 

And stands upon his guard a fortnight after. 

This is a life for nineteen! ’tis but justice; 

For old men, whose great acts stand in their minds, 
And nothing in their bodies, do ne’er think 
A woman young enough for their desire; 

And we young wenches, that have mother-nits. 

And love to marry muck first, and man after. 

Do never think old men are old enough. 

That we may soon be rid o’ tltem; there’s our 
quittance. 

I’ve waited for the happy hom this two years. 

And, if death he so unkmd to let him live still. 

All that time I have lost. 

Massinger 


Why, Nais, stand ye nice. 

Like to a weU-wrought stone. 

When Dorus would you kiss? 

Deny him not that bliss. 

He’s but a child (old men be duldren twice) 
And even a toothless one ; 

And when his lips yours touch in that delight. 
Ye need not fear he nill those cherries bite. 

Drummond' of Hawthornden 

No, worldling, no, ’tis not thy gold. 
Which thou dost use but to behold. 

Nor fortune, honour, nor long life. 
Children, or friends, nor a good vife, 
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That makes thee happy ; these things he 
But shadou’s of feliaty. 

Give me a tvench about tltirteen, 

Already voted to the queen 
Of lust and lovers; whose soft hair 
Fann'd tvith tlic breath of ^ntle air, 
O’erspreads her shoulders like a tent, 

And is her veil and ornament; 

Whose tender touch will make the blood 
Wild in the aged and tlie good ; 

Whose kisses, fasten’d to the mouth 
Of tlirec-score years and longer sloiith, 
Renew the age, and whose bright eye 
Obscured those lesser lights of sky ; 

Wliosc snowy breasts (if we may call 
That snow which never melts at all,) 
Makes Jove invent a new disguise. 

In spite of Juno’s jealousies ; 

Whose every part dotli re-invite 
The old decayed appetite ; 

And in whose sweet embraces I 
May melt myself to lust and die. 

This is true bliss, and I confess 
There is no other happiness. 

Carew 


"... they’re good apples, but my teeth are gone, 
I cannot bite tliem ; but for all that though 
He warrant you I can love a young Fellow 
As well as any of them all; I that I can. 

And kisse him too as sweetly. . . 

Cowley 
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“ I have consider’d that point too, and am con- 
vince’d that an old man can never love an old 
woman, that’s for certain. Age is a sore decayer, 
and renders men backward in their duty, therefore 
I marry a woman so young, that she may be a 
temptation to me when I am old. You may talk of 
Amber-cawdles, Chocolate, and JeUy-broth’s, but 
they are nothing comparable to youth and beauty, 
a young woman is the only provocation for old age, 
I say.” 

Ravenscrop 


Ancient Person, for whom I 
All the flatt’ring Youth defie; 

Long be it e’er tliou grow Old, 
Aking, shaking, crasie, cold. 

But still continue as thou art, 
Ancient Person of my Heart. 

On thy -svithered Lips and dry. 

Which like barren Furrows lie; 
Brooding Eiisses I ivill pour. 

Shall thy youthful Heart restore. 

Such kind Show’rs in Autumn fall. 
And a second Spring recall : 

Nor from thee will ever part. 

Ancient Person of my Heart. 

Thy Nobler Part, which but to name, 
In our Sex wou’d be counted shame. 
By Ages frozen grasp possest. 

From their Ice shall be releast ; 

494 



January and May 

And, sooth’d by my reviving Hand, 

In former Warmth and Vigour stand. 

All a lover’s Wish can reach. 

For thy Joy my love shall tcacli : 

And for thy Pleasure shall improve 
All that Art can add to Love. 

Yet still I love thee witliout Art, 

Ancient Person of my Heart. 

Rochester 


Aquilina. Tell him I am gone to bed : Tell him 
I am not at home; tell him I’ve better company 
with me, or anything; tell Itim, in short, I will not 
sec him, the eternal, troublesome, vexatious fool: 
hes worse company than an ignorant physician — 
m not be disturbed at tbese unreasonable hours. 

Maid. But madam! He’s here already, just 
entered the doors. 

Aquilina. Turn him out again, you unneces- 
sary, useless, giddybrained ass! If he will not 
begone, set the house a-firc and burn us botli; I 
had rather meet a toad in my dish than that old 
hideous animal in ray chamber to-night. 

Enter Antonio. 

Antonio. Nacky, Nacky, Nacky — how dost do, 
Nacky? Hurry durry. I am come, little Nacky; 
past eleven o’clock, a late hour; time in all con- 
science to go to bed, Nacky — ^Nacky, did I say? Ay, 
Nacky; Aquilina, lina, lina, quiline, quilina, Aqui- 
lina, Naquilina, Naquilina, Acky, Acky, Nacky, 
Nacky. Queen Nacky — come let’s to bed — ^you 
Fubbs, you Pugg you — you little Puss — ^Purree 
Tuzzey — ^I am a Senator. 
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Aqttilina. You are a fool, I am sure. 

Antonio. May be so too, sweetheart. Never the 
worse Senator for all that. Come Nacky, Nacky, 
let’s have a game at rump, Nacky. 

Aquilina. You would do well, signor, to be 
troublesome here no longer, but leave me to my- 
self : be sober and go home, sir. 

Antonio. Home, Madonna? 

Aquilina. Ay, home, sir. Who am I? 

Antonio. Madonna, as I take it you are my — 
you are — ^thou art my litde Nicky Nacky . . . that’s 
aU! 

Aquilina. I find you are resolved to be trouble- 
some, and so to make short of the matter in few 
words, I hate you, detest you, loathe you, I am 
weary of you, sick of you — ^hang you, you are an 
old, silly, impertinent, impotent, solicitous cox- 
comb, crazy in your head, and lazy in your body, 
love to be meddling with everything, and if you 
had not money, you are good for nothing. 

Otway 


My case is as follows: I am kept by an old 
bachelor who took me so young that I know not 
how he came by me. He is a bencher of one of the 
inns of court, a very gay healthy old man, which is 
a very lucky thing for him : who has been, he tells 
me, a scowerer, a scamperer, a breaker of windows, 
and invader of constables, in the days of yore, when 
all dominion ended witli the day, and males and 
females met helter-skelter, and the scowerers drove 
before tliem all who pretended to keep up order or 
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rule to the interruption of love and honour. This is 
his way of talk, for he is very gay when he visits 
me; but as his former knowledge of the town has 
alarmed him into an invincible jealousy, he keeps 
me in a pair of slippers, neat bodice, warm petti- 
coats, and my own hair wove in ringlets, after a 
manner, he says, he remembers. I am not mistress 
of one fartliing of money, but have all necessaries 
provided for me, under the guard of one who pro- 
cured for Itim when he had any desires to gratify. I 
know notliing of a wench’s life but the reputation 
of it: I have a natural voice, and a pretty untaught 
step in dancing. His manner is to bring an old 
fellow who has been his servant from his youtli, and 
is grey-headed. Tliis man makes on tlie tdolin a 
certain jiggish noise to which I dance, and when 
that is over I sing to him some loose air that has 
more wantonness than music in it. You must have 
seen a strange windowed house near Hyde-Park, 
which is so built that no one can look out of any of 
the apartments, my rooms are after this manner, 
and I never see man, woman or child, but in com- 
pany with the two persons above mentioned. He 
sends me all die books, pamphlets, plays, operas 
and songs that come out, and his utmost delight 
in me, as a woman, is to talk over his old amours in 
my presence, to play ivith my neck, say “ the time 
was ”, give me a kiss, and bid me be sure to follow 
die directions of my guardian (the above-men- 
tioned lady) and I shall never want. The truth of 
my case is, I suppose, that I was educated for a 
purpose he did not know he should be unfit for 
when I came to years. 

Steele 


2K 
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‘Nature, justice, decency, and every branch of 
human prudence, plead strongly against the union 
of lively youth tvith maturer years. Her temper 
may he very agreeable; so, indeed, is yours — But 
may they be so to each other, when they meet 
togetlrer in so close an union? You are yet bless’d 
with a good state of health; but can you expect that 
it will be always so? Or rather, will not every year 
take from your constitution, what it tvill add to 
hers, for several years to come} Your years make 
you serious and solemn, and you are past a relish 
for those pleasures and amusements, which are but 
suitable to hers, and which at the same age you 
yourself delighted in. Can you recall time past} 
Will it become you to resume the part which judg- 
ment has made you quit? How aukwardly, if you 
attempt it, tvill you do this? 


Richardson 
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Ahj Christ I that it were possible 
For one short hour to see 
The souls we loved, that they tnight tell us 
What and where they be! 


Tenxi'son 



Allas, tlie wol alias the peynes stronge, 

That I for yow have sultrea, and so longe . 
Allas, the deethl alias, myn Emelye! 

Allas, departing of our companyel 
Allas, myn hertes quene! alias my wyf! 

Myn hertes lady, endcre of my 1^1 
What is tlris world? what askedi men to have? 
Now with his love, now in Ins colde grave 
Allone, widi-outen any companye. 

Far-wel, my swetc fo 1 myn Emeyle 1 
And softe tak me in your armes tweye. 

For love of God, and herkneth what I seye. 

Chaucer 


0, no morel no more! Too late 
Sighs arc spent! The burning tapers 
Of a life (as chaste as Fate; 
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Pure as are unwritten papers!) 

Are burnt out! No heat, no light 
Now remains! ’Tis ever night! 

Love is dead! Let Lovers’ eyes. 

Locked in endless dreams 
(Th’ extremes of all extremes!). 

Ope no more! for now' Love dies! 

Now Love dies, implying 

Love’s Martyrs must be ever, ever, dying! 

Ford 


How near me came the hand of Death, 
When at my side he struck my dear. 
And took away tire precious breath 
Which quicken’d my beloved peer! 

How helpless am I thereby made! 

By day how grieved, by nights how sad ! 
And now my life’s delight is gone, 

— ^Alas! how’ am I left alone! 

The voice which I did more esteem 
Than music in her sweetest key, 

Those eyes w'hich unto me did seem 
More comfortable than the day; 

Those now by me, as they have been. 
Shall never more be heard or seen ; 

But what I once enjoy’d in them 
Shall seem hereafter as a dream. 


Wither 
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Pitiful mouth, saith he, that living gavest 
The sweetest comfort that my soul could wish, 

O ! be it lawful now, that dead thou havest 
This sorrowing farewell of a dying kiss ; 

And you, fair eyes, containers of my bliss. 
Motives of love, horn to be matched never, 
Entombed in your sweet circles, sleep for ever. 

Ah, how methinks I see deadr dallying seeks 
To entertain itself in love’s sweet place; 
Decayed roses of discoloured cheeks 
Do vet retain dear notes of former grace ; 

And ugly death sits fair widiin her face, 

Sweet remnants resung of vermilion red. 

That dcadi itself doubts whether she be dead. 

Wonder of beauty, O receive these plaints. 

These obsequies, die last that I shall make thee ; 
For lo! my soul that now already faints 
(That loved thee liiing, dead will not forsake 
diee) 

Hastens her speedy course to overtake thee. 

I’ll meet my death, and free myself thereby. 
For, ahl what can he do that cannot die? 

Yet ere I die, tliis mudi my soul doth vow. 
Revenge shall sweeten death widi ease of mind ; 
And I will cause posterity shall know 
How fair thou wert above all women-kind. 

And after ages monuments shall find 
Shoiving thy beauty’s tide, not dry name. 

Rose of the world, that sweetened so the same. 

Daniel 
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Sleep on, my Love, in thy cold bed 
Never to be disquieted ! 

My last goodnight! Thou wilt not wake 
Till I thy fate shall overtake : 

Till age, or grief, or sickness must 
Marry my body to that dust 
It so much loves; and fill the room 
My heart keeps empty in thy tomb. 

Henry King, D.D. 


Widow. Oh, that ever I was borne, that ever I 
was borne 1 

Sir Godfrey. Nay, good Sister, deare sister, 
sweete sister, bee of good comfort; shew your selfe 
a woman, now or never. 

Widow. Oh, I have lost the deerest man, I have 
buried the sweetest husband that ever lay by 
woman. 

Sir Godfrey. Nay, give him liis due, bee was 
indeed an honest, vertuous, discreet, wise man, — 
he was my Brother, as right as right. 

Widow. O, I shall never forget him, never for- 
get him ; hee was a man so well given to a woman 
. . . oh! 

Sir Godfrey. Nay, kinde Sister, I could weepe as 
much as any woman, but, alas, our teares cannot 
call him againe : me thinkes you are well read, Sis- 
ter and know that death is as common as Homo, a 
common name to all men : — a man shall bee taken 
when he’s making water. — Nay, did not the learned 
Parson, Maister Ptgman, teU us een now, that all 
Flesh is fraile, wee are borne to dye, Man he 's but a 
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time: with such like deepc and profound perswa- 
sions as hcc is a rare fellow, you know, and an excel- 
lent Reader and for example (as there are examples 
ahoundance), did not Sir Huinfrey Bubble dye 
t’other day? There’s a lustic Widdow; why, slice 
cryed not above halfc an houre — for shame for 
shame! then followed him old Maistcr Fulsome, 
the Usurer: there’s a wise Widdow; why, shec 
cryed nerc a whitte at all. 

To tlicsc whom Death again did wed; 

This gr.ave’s their second Marriage Bed. 

Peace, good Reader! do not weep! 

Peace, the Lovers arc asleep ! 

They, sweet turtles, folded lie, 

In the last knot Love could tie ! 

And though they lie as tliey were dead 
(Pillow hard; and sheets not warm!); 

Love made the bed ! They’ll take no harm I 

Let them sleep ! Let them sleep on. 

Till this stormy night be gone ; 

And th’ eternal morrow dawn ! 

Then, the curtains will be drawn! 

And they wake into that Light; 

Whose Day shall never die in Night! 

Crashav) 


Then though Death’s sad night doc come. 
And we in silence .slecpe, 

’Lasting Day agen will greet 
Our ravisht Soules, and then there's none 

505 



The English in Love 

Can part us more, no Death, nor Friends, 
Being dead, their power o’er us ends. 
Thus there’s nothing can dissever. 

Hearts which Love hath joyn'd together. 

Cowley 


Forecast : Pray, Mr. Wildish, is she so concern’d 
for her late Husband as the world talks? 

Wildish: Ten times more; looks upon his Pic- 
ture aU day long, as earnestly as if she were to copy 
it; since he dy’d, has us’d no Pocket-Handkerchers, 
but what was made of his old Shirts, and wets two 
a day of ’um mih her tears; because he dy’d on a 
Monday, fasts that day of the week; takes none 
into her Sertice but Thomases, because ’ttvas his 
Chrisdan Name, and has now sent into Wales for 
a Thomas ap Thomas to be her Gentleman-usher. 

Sedley 


“ The uind doth blow to-day, my love, 
And a few small drops of rain ; 

I never had but one true-love. 

In cold grave she was Iain. 

“ I’ll do as much for my true-love 
As any young man may; 

I’U sit and mourn all at her grave 
For a twelvemonth and a day.” 

The twelvemonth and a day being up, 
The dead began to speak: 

“ Oh, who sits weeping on my grave. 
And will not let me sleep?” 
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“ ’Tis I, my love, sits on your grave, 

And will not let you sleep ; 

For I crave one kiss of your clay-cold lips. 
And that is all I seek.” 

“ You crave one kiss of my clay-cold lips ; 
But my breatli smells eartliy strong; 

If you have one kiss of my clay-cold lips. 
Your time will not be long. 

“ ’Tis down in yonder garden giecn, 

Love, where we used to walk. 

The finest flower that e’er was seen 
Is withered to a stalk. 

" The stalk is withered dry, my love, 

So will our hearts decay ; 

So make your heart content, my love, 

Till God calls you away.” 

Anon. 


_Whcn I thought myself widiin a fortnight of 
being married to Miss Noel, and thereby made as 
completely happy in every respect as it was possible 
for a mortal man to be, the small pox stepped in 
snd in seven days’ time, reduced the finest human 
frame in the universe to tlie most hideous and 
offensive block. The most amiable of human 
creatures mortified all over, and became a spectacle 
die most hideous and appalling . . • the paradise I 
had in liew, sunk into everlasting night. 

My heart, upon this sad accident, bled and 
mourned to an extreme degree. All the tender 
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passions were up in my soul, and with great diffi- 
culty could I keep my ruffled spirits in tolerahle 
decorum. I lost what I valued more than my life , 
more than repeated millions of worlds, if it had 
been possible to get them in exchange. 

Thomas Amory 


If I had thought thou could’st have died, 
I might not weep for thee ; . 

But I forgot, when by thy side. 

That thou could’st mortal be: 

It never through my mind had past 
The time would e’er be o’er. 

And I on thee should look my last. 

And thou should’st smile no more! 

And still upon that face I look. 

And think ’twill smile again ; 

And sdll the thought I will not brook. 
That I must look in vain. 

But when I speak — thou dost not say 
What thou ne’er left’s! imsaid; 

And now I feel, as well I may. 

Sweet Mary, thou art dead! 

If thou could’st stay, e’en as thou art, 

All cold and all serene — 

I still might press thy silent heart. 

And where thy smiles have been. 

While e’en thy chill, bleak corse I have, 
'Thou seemest still mine own; 

But there — I lay thee in thy grave. 

And I am now alone! 
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I do not think, where'er thou .irt. 

Thou hast forgotten me; 

And I, perhaps, may soothe this heart 
In drinking too of thee ; 

Yet there was round thee such a dawn 
Of light ne’er seen before, 

As fancy never could have drawn, 

And never can restore. 

Charles n''o//c 


Duke : Now Deatli, thou shadowy miser, 

I am thy robber ; be not merciful. 

But take me in requital, 'flierc is she dien ; 

I cannot hold my tears, thinking how altered. 

O, droughts, ye fleeting, unsubstandal family 1 
Thou formless, viewless, and unuttcred memory I 
How dare yc yet survive drat gracious image. 
Sculptured about the essence whence ye rose? 
That words of her should ever dwell in me. 

Who is as if she never had been born 
To all eardr’s millionf?, save dris one ! Nay, prithee, 
Let no one comfort me. I’ll mourn awhile 
Over her memory. 

Thorwald : Let the past be past. 

And Lethe freeze unwept-on over it. 

What is, be patient with : and, with what shall be. 
Silence the body-bursting spirit’s yearnings. 

Thou say’st that, when she died, that day was spilt 
All beauty flesh could hold; that day went down 
An oversouled creation. The time comes 
Wlien tirou shalt find again thy blessed love. 

Pure from all earth, and with dre usury 
Of her heaven-hoarded charms. 
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Duke : Is this the silence 
'That I commanded? Fool, thou say’st a lesson 
Out of some philosophic pedant’s book. 

I loved no desolate soul : she was a woman. 

Whose spirit I knew only through those limbs. 
Those tender members mou dost dare despise; 

By whose exhausdess beauty, infinite love. 
Trackless expression only, I did learn 
That there was aught yet tdewless and eternal; 
Since they could come from such alone. Where is 
she? 

'Vintiere shall I ever see her as she was? 

With the sweet smile, she smiled only on me; 

With those eyes full of thoughts, none else could 
see? 

Where shall I meet that brow and lip with mine? 
Hence mth thy shadows ! But her warm fair body. 
Where’s that? There, mouldered to the dust. Old 
man, 

If thou dost dare to mock my ears again 
With thy ridiculous, ghosdy consolauon. 

I’ll send thee to the blessings thou dost speak of. 

Beddoes 


When the folk of my household 
Suppose I am sleeping. 

On the cold sod that’s o’er you 
The lone watch I’m keepmg. 

My fondest! my fairest! 

We may now sleep together ! 
I’ve the cold earth's damp odour. 
And I’m worn from the weather. 
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Remember that lone night 
I last spent with you, Love, 

Beneatli the dark sloe-tree 
Wlicn the icy wind blew', Lo%’c. 

High praise to thySa\iour 
No sin-stain had found you, 

That your virginal glory 
Shines brighdy around you ! 

The priests and tlie friars 
Are ceaselessly chiding 
That I lov'e a young maiden 
In hfe not abiding. 

0 1 I’d shelter and shield you 
If wild storms were swelling — 

And O, my wreck’d hope. 

That die cold earth’s your dwelling! 

Edward Walsh 


They owned then- passion widiout shame or fear. 
And every household duty counted less 
Than that one spiritual bond, and men severe 
Said they should sorrow for their wilfulness. 

And trudi die world went ill with them ; he knew 
That he had broken up her maiden life. 

Where only pleasures and alfecdons grew. 

And sowed it thick with labour, pain and strife. 

What her unpractis’d weakness was to her 
The presence of her suffering was to him ; 

Thus at Lov'e’s feast did Misery minister. 

And fill their cups together to die brim. 
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They asked their kind for hope, hut there was none. 
Till death came by and gave tliem that and more; 
Then men lamented — ^but the earth rolls on. 

And lovers love and perish as before. 

Lord Houghton 


It is only in later days, perhaps, when the 
treasures of love are spent, and the kind hand cold 
which ministered them, that we remember how 
tender it was; how soft to soothe; how eager to 
shield; how ready to support and caress. The ears 
may no longer hear, wliich would have received our 
word of thanks so delightedly. Let us hope those 
fruits of love, though tardy, are yet not all too late; 
and though we bring our tribute of reverence and 
gratitude, it may be to a gravestone, there is an 
acceptance even there for the stricken heart's obla- 
tion of fond remorse, contrite memories, and pious 
tears. 

Thackeray 


The curtains were half drawn, the floor was swept 
And strewn with rushes, rosemary and may 
Lay thick upon the bed on which I lay, 

Where through the lattice it'y-shadows crept. 

He leaned above me, thinking that I slept 

And could not hear him ; but I heard him say: 
“ Poor child, poor child ” : and as he turned 
away 

Came a deep silence, and I knew he wept. 

He did not touch the shroud, or raise the fold 
That hid my face, or take my hand in his, 
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Or ruffle the sinootli pillows for my head : 
He did not love me living; but once dead 
He pitied me ; and very sweet it is 
To know he still is warm though I am cold. 

Christina Rossetti 


. . . Humphrey nearly broke his honest heart when 
he lost his swcctlieart. Kate was not clever, but had 
transferred a very warm, affectionate heart into her 
cousin's keeping ; she succumbed to a fever she had 
caught in nursing her .little pupils.. The pretty head 
was shorn of its long, fair tresses, when Humphrey 
next saw it, and the rosy lips were dry and black- 
ened with fever. ‘‘ Ah, well, I shall see my girl in 
heaven,” he said, as he turned away. 

Rosa Nouchclte Carey 


2L 


No\v I am dead you sing to me 
The songs we used to know. 

But wliile I lived you had no wish 
Or 'care lor doing so. 

Now I am dead you come to me 
In the moonlight, comfortless ; 

Ah, what would I have given alive 
To win sudt tenderness! 

When you are dead, and stand to me 
Not differenced, as now, 

But like again, will you be cold 
As when we lived, or how? 

Hardy 
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Grass thickens proudly o’er that breast, 
Clay-cold and sadly still, 

My happy face felt thrill. 

How mudi her dear, dear mouth expressed! 
And now are dosed and set 
Lips which my own have met ! 

Her eyelids by the damp earth pressed ! 
Damp earth weighs on her eyes ; 

Damp earth shuts out the skies. 

My Lad}' rests her hea\'y, heavy rest. 


Earth had one quarter turned before 
My miserable fate 
Pressed domi tvith its whole weight. 

My sense came back ; and shivering o’er 
I felt a pain to bear 
The sun’s keen cruel glare. 

Which shone not warm as heretofore; 

And never more its rays 
Will satisfy my gaze ; 

No more ; no more ; O, never any more. 

Thomas Woolner 


. . . The prospect of immeasurable boredom 
opened before her. Steppes after steppes of ennui, 
horizon after horizon, for ever the same. She looked 
again to the right and again to tire left. Finally she 
dedded to go to the left. Slowly walking along her 
private knife-edge between her personal abysses, she 
walked towards the left. She remembered suddenly 
one shining day like this in the summer of 1917, 
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when she had walked along this same street, slowly, 
like this, on the simny side, with Tony Lamb. All 
that day, that night, it had been one long good-bye. 
He was going back the next morning. Less than :i 
week later he was dead. Never again, never again : 
there had been a time when she could make hcrseli 
cry, simply by saying those two words once or twice, 
under her brcatli. Never again, never again. She 
repeated tlicm softly now. But .she felt no tears 
behind her eyes. Grief doesn’t kill, love doesn t 
kill; but time kills everything, kills desire, kills 
sorrow, kills in the end the mind diat feels them ; 
wrinkles and softens the body while it still lives, 
rots it like a medlar, kills it too at last. Never again, 
never again. Instead of crying, she laughed aloud. 

Aldoiis Huxley 




And that’s enough, for love is vanity. 

Selfish in its beginning as its end, 

Except where 'tis a mere insanity, 

A maddening spirit which would strive to blend 
Itself with beauty’s frail inanity. 

On which the passion’s self seems to depend; 
And hence some heathenish philosophers 
Make love the main-spring of the universe. 

Btoon 


Love is only one of many passions and it has no 
great influence on the sum of life. 

Samuel Johnson’ 
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